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MISCELLANIES in VERSE. 


A Cairicis n on theſe MisczLLAYIES. 


HE poetical of Dr. Swift ought to be confider- 
ed as occafional poems, framed either to 
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po I IE nGs weight of his laurel crown ; 
and he wore it not only with eaſe, but majeſty. Take him as a poet, 
8 
he Dean kept company with many of the fair ſex; but they 
were rather his amuſement than his admiration. He trifled away 
hours in their converſation, he fill.4 many pages in their 
praiſe, and by the yowr of bis head, be gained the character of 
aſſiſtance from his heart. To this parti- 
ſupported by the bent of his genius, ani joined 
his nature, Vaneſſa owed the ruin ot her 
the fame cauſes, Stella rewained an unac- 
i we confider Swift's behaviour, ſo tar only as 
women, we ſhall find, that he looked upon them rather 
as whole figures. In his panegyrical deſcriptions, he 
—ä—— doing andy wate — y or if 
ſtatue, it has been generally caſt in 
Z ogreeable mould; as it ſtatuary had not conceived, 
ed that juſtneſs of proportion, that delicacy or 
and thoſe pleaſing and graceful attitudes which have conftitut- 
ſex to be rhe moſt beautiful part of the creation. If you re- 
view his ſeveral poems to Stella, you will find them fuller of affecti- 
U more experi of friend, an of love. For 


Thou, STELL x, wert no 


When gi fir thee my [og Hoey, 
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Witheut one word : 
2475 es, er bleeding bearts : 
— Heron eee, 
Fl. E. 

— which are abſolutely acdreſſed to Stella. of 
which deſcribe her in a variety of attitude, turn upon her age: 4 
kind of excuſe perhaps fur Swift's want of love. 

It is impoſſible for me to paſs a very minute comment vpon the 
poems wrote by Swift. They are nut only mingled impro- 
in point of dates and ſubjects; but many, very many of them, 
þ Gy and I had almoſt ſaid puerile. Several of 

and conſequently ſcarce amuſing ; or at lcaſt they 
ſmall impreſſion upon our minds. Such indeed as are 
likely to draw your attention, are exquiſite, and fo peculiarly his 
own, that whoever has dared ti imitate him in theſe, or in any of his 
works, has conſtantly failed in the attempt. Upcn a general view 
of his poetry, we ſhall find him, as in his other performances, an 
uncommon, ſurpriſing, heteroclite genius; luxurious in his fancy, 
in his ideas, humorous in his deſcriptions, and bitter, exceed- 
bitter in his ſatire. The reſtleſſneſs of his imagination, and the 
— of his ambition, have both contributed to hinder him 
from — tt poetical e His 
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leſs ſudden. But he now appears like an eagle that is ſometimes 
chained ; and at that particular time, for want of nobler and more 
food, diverts his confinement, and appeaſes his hunger, by de- 

ing the gnats, butterflies, and other wretched inſets that un- 

to buz or flutter within his reach. 


beſt 
author exhibited his Celia in the moft hideous colours he could find, 
leſt ſhe might be miſtaken as a goddeſs, when ſhe was only a mortal. 
External beauty is very alluring to youth an! inexperience ; and 
Swift, by pulling off the borrowed plumes of his harpy, diſcovers at 
once a frightful bird of prey, and, by making her offenſive, renders 
her leſs dangerous and inviting. Such, I hope, was his deſign. But 
let his views and motives have been ever ſo beneficial, his general 
want of delicacy and decorum muſt not hope even to find the ſhadow 
of an excuſe ; for it is impoſſible not to own, that he too frequent- 
ly forgets that politeneſs and tenderneſs of manners, which are un- 
doubtealy due to human kind. From his early and repeated diſap- 
„ he becomes a miſanthrope. If his mind had been mere 
equal and content, I am willing to believe, that he would have 
viewed the works of nature with a more benign aſpect. And per- 
haps, under a leſs conſtant rotation of anxiety, he might have pre- 
ſerved his ſenſes to the laſt ſcene of life, and might have enjoyed 
that calm exit from the ſtage, for which his friend Horace ſo earneſt- 


His pride was ſo great as ſcarce to admit any to the leaſt 
ſhare of his friendſhip, except ſuch who could amuſe him, or fuch 
who could do him honour. To theſe two different claſſes, we owe 
many of his poems. His companions and humble followers find 
themſelves immortalized by the inſertion of their names in addreſſes 
to Stella, or in other miſcellaneous pieces, written in an eaſy, al- 
though not in a careleſs manner, His more exalted friends, whoſe 
ations and characters did him honour, are treated in a different ſtyle : 
and you will perceive a real dignity, and a moſt delicate kind of wit, 
in all his poems to Lord Oxford, Lord Peterborough, Lord Carteret 
(now Farl of Granville,) Mr. Pulteney (now Earl of Bath ;) and I 
think I may particularly add, in a poem to the Counteſs of Winchelſea 
mated woe 
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was Ccurtinu..lly writing, when alone. Not any of his ſenators pre ſum- 
ed to approach when he figniticd his pleaſureto remain in private 
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his own perſon, or more devotion to his own mandates. This de- 
ic power not only blinded him, but gave a Jooſe to paſſions that 
ought to have been kept under a proper refiraint. I am ſorry to ſay, 
that whole nations are ſometimes facrific: d to his reſentment : for re- 
flections of that fort appear to me the lcaft juſtifiable of any kind of 
fatire. You will read his acerrima with indignation, and his mimi 
with regret. Vet I muſt zdd, that fince he has deſcended fo low as 
to write, and ſtill ſo much lower as to print riddles, he is excellent 
even in that kind of verſification. The lines are ſmoother, the en- 
preſſions are neater, and the thought is cluſer purſued, than in any 
other riddle-writer whatever. But Swift, compoſing riddles, is Titian 
painting draught-boards ; which muſt have been incxcuſable, while 
there remained a ſignpoſt-painter in the world. 
As to the two Latin poems, An pile to Dr. Sheridan, vol. 6. and, 
A deſcription of the recks of Carbery in Ir.land ; vol. 6. the Dean was 
extri mely ſolicitous, that they ſhould be primed his works : 
and, what is no leis true than amazing, he aiſumed to hi more 
vanity upon theſe two Latin poems, than upon many of his beſt En- 
gliſh performances. Ir is faid, that Milton in his _ 
ferred the Paradije Regeined wo the Paradiſe Loft. geln 
might be found ſome excuſe for ſuch a preference; but in Swift's 
there can be none. He underſtood the Latin language perfeftly well, 
and he read it conftantly ; but he was no Latin poet. And if the Car- 
beriæ rupes, and the Epiſtola ad Thomam Sheridan had been the pro- 
duce of any other author, they muſt have undergone a ſevere cenſure 
from Dr. Swirt. 
+ he two poems intitled, the life and ne character of Dr. 
Swift, vol. 7. and, werſes on the death of Dy. Swift, c. vol. 6. are 
42 — umour. — cy Ng 
. Swift in a manner ſo different from thoſe rules of poetry to whi 
he confined himſelf, that be hoped the public might miſtake it for a 
ſpurious or uncorrect copy, ſtolen by memory from his original 
He took great pleaſure in this ſuppoſition : 2nd 3 delkeve it anjreced 
his expectation. One of his ſtricteſt rules in poetry was to avoid 
triplets, What can have given riſe to ſo nice a peculiarity, is difficult 
to determine. It might be owing only to a ſingular turn of thinking. 
But the reaion which he publicly affigned, ſeemed not ſo much againſt 
the practice itſelf, as againſt the poets who indulged themſelves in 
that manner of writing: A cuſtom” according to the Dean's opi 
nion) © introduced by lazineſs, continued by ignorance, and 
« bliſhed by falſe taſte.” With deference to ſo great a critic, it is a 
cuſtom that has frequently been purſued with remarkable ſucceſs, 
Mr. Dryden abounds in triplets; and in ſome of his moſt elegant 
poems, the third concluding verſe forms the fineſt climax in the 
whole picce. Mr. Waller, the father of all flowing poetry, 
nerally reſerved the niceſt point of wit to his :riplicate line. 
upon an impartial inquiry, it is almoſt to be queſtioned, whether, in 
many inſtances, this detpicable triplet may not add a greater beauty 
to a poetical compoſitĩon, than any other cricumſtance. To be con- 
fined, on any terme, by the links of rhyme, is of great diſadvan- 
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verſiſi cation muſically fonorous. And yet after all he is not to be con- 
fdered in the light of a profeſſed poet; the multitude of his writ- 


ti 7 courſe — 


day, how ſoever might have been corrected and po- 
afterwards to 1 Halber before ke ranked them fair. 
Lay =—y oy tans Dep. ſatire throughout all his writ- 
2 as h dec} 


but res that ne age could have more deſerved it, 
than that particular age wherein he was deftined to live; he is in- 
nitled toall the praiſe we can beſtow upon him, for exerting his whole 

of honour, virtue, and his country. In his 


4 ſociety, as, either by craft or corruption, 

ws. 

One of the moſt diſtinguiſhing charaQteriftics of Dr. Swift was a 
| brig! 
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bright ard clear genius ; ſo extremely piercing, that every the moſt 
kriking circumſtance, arifing from any ſubjet whatever, quickly 
occurred to his imagination; and theſe he frequently fo accumulated 
one upon another, that perhaps, beyond all other poets, of all ages 
ies, he deſerves in this particular to be the moſt univer - 

this choice of circumſtances, if any ftreſs can 


hand, as Pope 
o omit thoſe of a political nature, ſee 


| | But let me now @ while ſurvey, Ke. I. 116. 
and ends 
Flew bow'ring & er each female bead, 1. 235.] 


the drapery, or the colouring, what is it that can excel the repreſen- 
tation of Caſſinus in the tragical Elegy ? [Vol. 6. 

He feem'd as juſt crept out of bed, Ac. |. 11. 
and ending thus, 

Throughout all his poetical writings, although of them be 
dedicated immediate] y to the fair ſex, there cannot be found, to 
the beſt of my r-colle&ion, one fingle diſtich, I addreſſed in the cha- 
racter of a lover to any one perſon. If he writ any poems of that 
ſort in his younger days, they muſt have been deſtroyed, if they be 
not concealed. Thoſe verſes upon women, which are deemed the 
moſt ſatirical, were written principally with a view to corrett their 
foibles, to improve their tzfte, and to make them as agreeable com- 
ponĩons at threeſcore, as at the age of five and twenty. By what I 
can hear, the moſt exceptionable of his poems in that way have 
duced ſome very extraordinars effects in the polite world. This 
in truth the ultimate defign of his writing the lady's dreſſing 
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and other pieces, which are acknowledged to be ſomewhat liable to 
— — compared him 
admirers of Dr. Swift, many have to 
ing proper allowances for the reſpective ages in which 
ſeverally flouriſhed. The reſemblance however between them 


F 
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is not ſo exceedingly as that a ſimilitude and manner of writ- 
ing could have excited 1 

further than to be equally renow 

Each of them had, independent 

taſte, a thorough knowledge 

dance of learning. other of theſe great n en 
held the numerous tribe of poets, as well as that motley generation 
of men called critics, in the utmoſt contempt ; and at the ſame time 


1 


ifeſt-d themſelves to be incomparable judges of all that is 
excellent, whether in books or men. Neither of them h-d the 

for the Stoics: and whatever may be ſaid of their being 
of the Epicurean taſte, which, if rightly underſtoud, is far from being 
inconſiſtent with the higheſt virtue; neither of them was attached to 
any particulzr ſyſtem of philoſophy. Homer was the darling author 
both of Horace and Swift. Horace declares in his epiſtle to Lollius, 
that Homer had ly more good ſenſe and wiſdom than all 


hers ; 
i all the 
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MISCELLANIES in VERSE. 


CADENUS and VANESSA. 


Accuſing the falſe creature mar. 
The brief with weighty crimes was charg'd, 5 
On which the pleader much enlarg'd ; 


FO + roar anon 
to 1. 


This poem is founded upon an offer of marriage made by a youn 
lady to her preceptor. Whether ſuch an in ident really happened, 
or what gave the poet occaſion to ſuppoſe it, need not here be in- 
quired. His principal deſign is to expoſe the faults and follies in 
both ſexes, by which love is degraded, and marriage rendered ſub- 
ſervient to ſordid purpoſes. Hawke. 


This poem, one of the greateft length, and, I believe, the longeſt 

ever compoled by the Dean, is of a very extraordinary nature, and 

a very extra dinary ſubject. As a poem, it is excellent in its 
kind, pertectly correct, and admirably conducted. 

Vanity makes terrible devaſtation in a female breaſt. It batters 
down all reſtraints of modeſty, and carries away every ſeed of virtue. 
Vaneſſa was excefſively vain. "The charactor given of her by Cade- 
ns is fine painting, but in general ſictitious. She was fond of dreſs ; 
impatient to be admired ; very romantic in her turn of mind; ſupe- 
ior, in her own opinion, to all her ſex ; full of pertneſo, gaiety, and 
—— not without ſome agrerable accompliſhments, but far from 

ing ether beautiful or gentcel ; ambitious, at any rate, to be e- 
Keemecd 2 wit; and, with that view, always affecting to keep com- 


pany 


CADENUS AND VANESSA. 1 
That Cupid now has loſt his art, 
Or blunts the point of ev ry dart 
His altar now no longer ſmokes, 
His mother's aid no youth invokes : 10 


and ends thus, 


Nor farther locks, but thinks bim young, J. 532.1 


The poem itſclr is dated in the year 1713, when Swift was in his 
meridian altitude; favoured by the courtiers ; flattered, feared and 
admired by the greateſt men in the nation. 

By the verſes which I have aiready recited, it may be 
that the lady was hrſt ſmitten with the fame and character of Cade» 
nus, and afterwards with his perſon, Her firſt purſued a 
phantom; her later paſſion defired a ſubſtance. manner in 
which he diſcovered her inclinations, is poetically deſcribed in theſe 

She otun d the wand” ring of ber thoughts, I. 602. 
and ending thus, 
Aim'd at the Lead, but reach'd the heart, I. 623. 

Suppoſing this account to be true, and I own I can ſcarce think it 
otherwiſe, it is evident, that the fair Vaneſſa had made a ſurpri ing 
progreſs in the philoſophic doctrines, which the had received from 
her precepter, His rules were certainly of a moſt extraurdinary 
kind. He taught her, that vice, as foon as it defied ſhame, 
imme liately changed into virtue; that vulgar forms were not bind- 
ing upon certain coice ſpirits, to whom either the writings or the 
perſons of men ot wit were acceptabie. She heard the leſſon with 
attention, and imb:bed the philuſophy with eagerneſs, The mazims 
ſuited her exalted turn of mand. She imagined, that if the 
appearcd ſu charming, the practice muſt be much more delightful. 
The clote connection of foul and body ſeemed to require, in 
the e;e of a female philoſopher, that each ſhould ſucceed the 
other in all ple. ſurable enjoyracntss The former had been 

| ſufficiently 
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This tempts freethinkers to refine, \ 
And bring in doubt their pow'rs divine ; 
Now love has dwindlcd to intrigue, | 
And marriage grown a money-lcague. 


« ways to be obeyed.” 
tutor; but he ſeemed not to c:mprehend her meaning, nor to con- 
cerve the Aiſtinctis raticnis that had taken riſe in his own ſchool, He 
anſwered her in the non-effential mades. He talked of friendſhip, of 
the delights of reaſon, of gratitude, reſpeR, and eſteem. He almoſt 
preached upon virtue, and he muttered :ome indiftin& phraſes con- 
cerning chaſtity. 

So una countable a conduct in Cadenus may be thought rather to 
proceed from defects in nature, than from the ſcrupulous difficulties 
of a tender conicience. Such a ſuppoſition will fill _ more 
ſtrong, if we recollect the diſtant manner in which Swift cohabited 
with Ste lla, colder, if poſfſible after, than before, ſhe was his wife: 
and I now recollret ſome of his cwn lines that ſeem to confirm the 
ſurmiſe, as they contain an infinuation again Vaneſſa, not perhaps 
ſo much intended to wound her reputation, as to fave his own. The 
paiTage begins thus, 

But wwhat ſucceſs Vanefſa met, |. $18. 
and ends thus, 
Ner pull the cenſcicus muſe un cid, I. $27.] 


It is impoſſible io read this cruel hint without great indignation 
again the arcs muſe, eſpecially as it is the finiſhing ſtroke of a 
picture which waz wlcady drawn in too looſe a garment, and too un- 
guarded a p.ſture, In this inſtzace, I am afraid, the Dean muſt te- 
m-in inexcuſ:b.c, 

Vaneſſa, 1 fome time aficr the death of her ſiſter, retired to Scl- 
bridge. Spl:en u dilappointmert were the companions of her ſoli- 
tude. Tre rr {4 5 Her income, the culdneſs of her lover, the 
loſs of ber reputti-1,, le atributed to make her miſerable, and to 
increaſe thc frenz:.44 d uficion of her mind. In this melancholy 
fituation the rem d frveral years, during which time Cadenus 
viſited ber freq . 'T heir particular converſ tion, as it paſſed 
without vi os, mull for ever remainunknewn : but, in general, 
it is certa g, tant he often preifed him to marry ker. His anſwers 
were rater tun of 1.ft than poſitive denials z till at laſt, being un- 
able to ſuſtain br weight of miſery an, longer, the writ a very tender 
epiſtle to Cadenus, infiiting peremptorily upon as ſerious an anſwer, 
and an immediat» ccceprince, or abtulute refuſal ot her, as his wife, 
His reply was delivered by his oven hand. He brought it with him 
when he made his fnl vifit at <cibridge; and threwing down the 

letter 


1 ˙— 
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Which crimes aforeſaid ( with her leave) 15 
Were (as he humbly did conceive} 

inſt our ſov'reign lady's peace, 

Agaiaſt the ſtatute in that caſe, - 


letter upon her table, with great paſſion haſtened back to his horſe, 
carrying in his own countenance the frown of anger and indignation. 

Dr. Swift had a natural ſeverity of face, which even his fmiles 
could ſcarce ſoften, or his utmoſt gaiety render placid or ſerene: but 
when that ſternneis of viſage was increaſed by rage, it is ſcarce poſ- 


to imagine looks or teat: res that carried in them more terror 
auſterity. Vaneſſa had ſeen him in all tempers, and from his 
ward appearance ſhe gueſſed at the inward contents of his letter. 
read it with as much reſolutiun as the preſent of her fate, 
and the raging pride of her heart, would permit. She found berſelf 
entirel diicarded from his frienuſhip and converſation. Her offers 
were treated with inſolence and diſdain. She met with 
inſtead of love, and with tyranny inſtead of affection. She had long 
thrown away the gentle lenitives of virtue; which, upon this occaf- 
on, might have proved healing ingredients to fo deep and fo danger - 
ous a wound. 1 — 2 
ſtroyed her character and her conicience; and ſhe was now a 
prey to the horror of her own thoughts. 


Tum vero infeliæ fatis exterrita Dido 
Martem orct ; tarder cali comvexa tweri. 


She did not ſurvive many days the letter delivered to her by C. de- 
nus. Thus perither at ä —ů— —ůů — 
Mrs. Eſther Vanbomrigh; a miſerable example of an ill ſpent life, 
fantaliic wit, vifoairy f. homes, and female weakneſs. Orrery. | 


This poem. is b:ilt on the fineſt model; ſupported with infinite 
bumuur, Wit, and go 'rty 3 'mbellithed with ideas the moſt lovely and 
gelicae; beautrt iy adorace with variety of the moſt attractive ima« 
ges; and con. en thr 1. gnoutthe whole with fuch prefe@t regula- 
rity, that, b. 3014 at! oti.cr pieces, whether of Dr. Swift or any poet 
that ver writ in Engliſh, it appears calculated to abide the ſevereſt 
enam tation Gi exitics. 

In the appacans ef this poem we find, that Venus the goddeſs of 
love anc. beauty, having cguſe to be atraid upon hearing the merits 
of 2 ri»! between tbe nymphs and ſhepherds, that her ignty 
might: called in queſtion on account of that wretched 
taſte v hich prevail; among the youth of both ſexes, reſolves on a pe- 
ical expec.ent'6 miutiin the dignity of her chrune, and to reduce 
her rol C3livas ſubjects Into their loyalty, their chains, and their 
die nde. ' 

Now thi debate, witch was ſpun ont for ſixteen years between the 
nymphs ond mepherde, is funpocd only to have commenced fome 
e day: e. r- hy in of Vanciia, But the Cyprian Queen bav- 
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ſelected Vaneſſa, upon the day of 

. 

grace and beauty that is 43 

to complete her — ſhe prevails on the 

1 be. ftrata;em) to pour down all her 

r —— [See the verſes begin- 
ning thus, 


. Thus, to the world"s jerpetua! ſhame, I. 432. 


and ending thus, £ 
Give mortals neither beat nor ligt, 443.) 


Here let us ſtop and take an impartial view of this inchanting 
ir. With regard to the beauty, the elegance the grac:s, and the 
ſweetneſs of her per ton, ſhe is beyond all contraciction, to uſe an 
expreſſion of Parnel, 

All bright as an angel new-dropt from the ſties, 
And with regard to the accompliſhments of the mind, her ſoul is 
wit, decency, modefty, truth, 


litenefs, generofity, wiſdom and every 
enter into the compoſition of the 


moſt illufirious character. She had a foul worthy to be the inh bi- 
tant of ſo beautiful, ſo angelic a manfon. However, to ſpeak as a 
critic, it matters not whether Vaneſſa be a real or a fictitious charac- 
ter. If indeed the character be drawn from real lif-, we muſt infiſt 


appearanc 
ſi ſtencies. ääAGœUuUPu—üä —— cy» rack where 


is a fable ; and conſequently there never exiſted any ſuch perſon as 


— — vnanr It is certain however, that among the pucts 


y meet with characters, eſpecially when compliments are 
particular favourite in the grand monde, which 
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to 
Prior, we may be 
fance 
„ her name on carth ſhall not be told, we are by no means at l- 
berty to form any conjectures about her. It is d, however, 


that Vaneſſa was in love with Cadenus, and declared her paſſion to 
him after a ſtrange manner. That Vaneſſa might have liked Cade- 
nus, at leaſt the poetical Vaneſſa, we cannot make any fort of 
doubt, becauſe we are expreſsly told fo, The manner in which the 
declared her paſſion to hin, is only to be collected from 


qa 
I knew, by what you ſaid and writ, I. 618. 
and end thus, 


Aim d at the bead, but reach'd the beart, |. 623.1 


The remainder of the converſation between Cadenus and Vaneſſs, 
fur half a dozen pages together, is evidently nothing more than a 
flight of :magination, wholly de ſigned for the entertainment of thoſe 
who have a reliſh for compoſitiun, and a taſte for poetry. But ſup- 
poſing it was ſome real Vaneſſa that liked Cadenus; or, in plain, 
terms, ſuppoſ.ng that Miſs V anhomrigh had a patſion for Dr. Swiftz 
is there any crime in love? Far from it: the voice of God, and the 
voice of nature, ſpeak the direct contrary, The worſt that can be 
ſaid of it, is, that Vaneſſa, who had really and truly been 
under the inſpection of Cadenus, (a man beyond all others 
earth, whoſe cci:ght was to give inſtruction to young people, and 
eſpecially to young women), had not ſufficiently conſidered, that in 
love we are all ſper:\men, carcleſs of jovs that are within our reach 
and perpetually driving after the flying game. Nevertheleſs to 
maintain the dignity of her ſex, and to apologize for this little failure 

in 
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30 
Which 
in point of diſcertiom, (that cool, ſober quality, not virtue of the 
mind; which frequently, or rather notoriouſly prefides in that breaſt 
where every humane, generous, and ſpiri affe ction of the foul is 


Now, ſaid the nymph, &c. |. 614. ] 
However in juſtice to the honour and reputation of — 


Cadenus, c:mmon fu ms apart, 

In ev'ry ſcene bad kept bis beart ; 

Had figh'd and languiſh'd, wow'd and writ, 
For puſtime, or to ſbew bis wit, I. 5$40.—543- 


But ſure it is, that courtſhip and addreſs, without any proteſtations of 
fidelity and love, may be carried ſomewhat too far; as the 

ment of Cadenus to the beautiful and acc<mpliſhed Vaneſſa, in this 
peetical repreſentation of gallantry, ſufficiently demos ſtrates. Is it 
therefore any matter of aftoniſhment, that Vanefla (before whom 
Cadenus might have fightd and languiſhed, and to whem at particu- 
lar times he might have both vowed and „ ritten) ſhould have been 
encouraged to hope, as ſhe liked his rcrion, and was enamoured of 
Eis writings, that ſhe might have carried off fo glorious 2 prize from 
all the reſt of her cotemporaries? Allowing this to have been the 
cafe, which is perhaps agreeable to truth, as well as to common re - 
port, Vancfla's declaration to her admired Cadenus, may without 
violence be: interprete4 into a gentle demand of thoſe tender affefti- 
ons, which, from the current of his behaviour towards her, e had a 


right do * 

_ — — aſſured, that Mifs Vankomrigh was, in ne; Heneral 
converſe with the world, as far from encouraging any fty'. uf ad- 
dreſs, incoabftent with the rules of honovr and gocu-brecuing, as 
any woman alve. Neither can it be faid, if any conclutiens may 
de drawn from her appearance and behavicur in Ireland, that the 
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Which, having found an flame, 

Unites, and both become ſame, 

In diff rent breaſts together burn, 
Together both to aſhes turn. 

But women now feel no ſuch fire, 35 

And only know the groſs de ſire. 

Their paſſions move in lower ſpheres, 

Where. Cer caprice or folly ſteers. 

A dog, a parrot, or an ape, 

Gn — brute in human ſhape, 40 

Ingroſs the fancies of the fair, 

The few ſof moments they can ſpare, 

From viſits to receive and pay ; 


From ſcandal, politics, and N 


From 


war either a vain woman, or fond of drefs ; although the was extremely | 
——————ů 


"ee 
r She — 
and fell into a conſumption; neither was ſhe convinced that 
Dr. Swift was married to Merv. 7, until about two months bo- 
fore her deceaſe. —— carried off by a fever, in the year 
1723, and in the 37th year of her 
Thus died at Selbridge, worthicr of an happier fate, the celebeat- 
ed Mrs. Efther Vanhomrigh, a martyr to love and conſtaney. 
Herſed in Death's cold frozen arms, 
Lie deep intomb d Vaxez5ss A's charms ; 
Transfix'd by Love's unerring dart, 
The gentle fair indulg's the ſmart ; 
For twice fix long revolving years 
Her days were ſpent in fighs and tears ; 
Her tender frame at laft decay'd 
She quits the world a lifclefs ſhade ; 
Nor can, alas! the grave ſecure 
Her virtues and pure ! 
Vaxessa's fate in mournful ftrains 
Bewail, ye nymphs and ſhepherd ſwains ; 
Ye tuneful choirs tu whom belong 
The powers of verſe in plaintive ſong 
Bewail the nymph, who dy'd to prove, 
99 
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The bill might be with coſts diſmiſt. 

The cauſe appear d of ſo much weight, 
That Venus, from her j t- ſeat, 
Defir'd them not to all ſo loud, 

Elſe ſhe muſt interpoſe a cloud: 

For if the heav*nly folk ſhould know 
Theſe pleadings in the courts behw, 
That mortals here diſdain to love, 

She ne'er could ſhew he face above; 
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She then referr'd them to a place 
In Virgil (vide Dido's caſe) : 
As for Tibullus's reports, 


Still their authority was ſmaller. 


There was on both fides much to fay : 


She'd hear the cauſe another day ; 
And ſo ſhe did, and then a third; 
She heard it there ſhe kept her word: 


35 


115 
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Long bills end enfores 


join: 
— the cauſe was ſpun, 
And then ſtood where it firſt begun. 

Now, gentle Clio, ſing or fay,, 
What Venus meant by this delay. 
The goddef:, much lex'd in mind 
To fee her empire thus declin'd, 

When firſt this grand debate aroſe, 
Above her wiſdom to compoſe, 
Conceiv'd a project in her head 

To work her ends: which, if it fped, 
Would ſhew the merizs of the cauſe 
Far better than conſulilng la us. 

In a glad hour Lucina's aid 
Produc'd on earth a wond”rous maid, 
On whom the queen of love was bent 
To try a new experiment. 

She threw her law-books on the ſhelf, 


And thus debated with herſelf. | 
Since men alledge, ne'er can find 
Thoſe beauties in a mind, 


Which raiſe a flame, 1 
For ever uncorrupt and 
If *tis with realon they complain, 
This inſtant ſhall reſtore my reign. 
PII fearch where ev'ry virtue dwells, 
From courts incluſive down to cells; 
What preachers talk, or ſages write: 
Theſe I will gather and vane, 
And t them to mankind 
Collected in that infant's mind. 

This faid, ſhe plucks in heaven's high bow'rs 
A ſprig of amaranthine flow'rs, 
In nectar thrice infuſes = 
Three times refin'd in Titan's rays ; 
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Then calls the Graces to her aid, : 

And ſprinkles thrice the new-born maid : 

From whence the tender fkin aſſumes 


From whence that decency of mind, 
Solovely in the female kind ; ; 

Where not one careleſs thought intrudes, 
Leſs mode ſt than the ſpeech of prudes ; 
Where never bluſh was calFd in aid, 
That ſpurious virtue in a maid, 

A virtue but at ſecond-hand ; 


And ſaid, Fanefſa be the name 

* By which 2. 
* Vaneſſa, inroll'd: 

a — to » not be told.“ 
But ſtill the work was not complete; 
When Venus thought on a deceir. 
Drawn by her doves, away ſhe flies, 

And finds out Pallas in the fkies : 

Dear Pallas, I have been this morn 

To ſee a lovely infant born; 

A boy in yonder iſle below, 

So like my on without his bow, 

By beauty could your heart be won, 

You'd ſwear it is Apoll 's ſon: 
But it ſhall nc'er be ſaid, a child 
So hopeful has by me been ſpoiPd ; 
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I have enough beſides to ſpare, 
And give him wholly to your care. 
oy — ; 4 
of learning grave es, 
Down from Olym _— joy,. 200 
Miſtak es Vaneſſa 
— doch / 
Seeds long unknown to woman kind; 
For manly boſoms chiefly fit, 
The ſeeds of — 4x —_— wit. 205 
Her ſoul was ſuddenly endu'd 
With juſtice, truth, and fortitude ; | 
With honour, which no breath can ſtain, | 
Which malice muſt attack in vain ; 
With heart and bounteous hand, 210 
But here was at a ſtand ; | 
She knew in our degen'rate days 
Bare virtue could not live on praĩſe 
That meat muſt be with money bought: 
She therefore, upon ſecond thought, 215 
Infus'd, yet as it were by ſtealth, 
Some ſmall regard for ſtate and wealth; 
Of which, as ſhe grew up, there ſtay'd 
A tincture in the maid : 
She manag'd her eſtate with care, 220 
Vet lik'd three footmen to her chair. 
Bur, leſt he ſhould negle his ſtudies 
_—— a young heir, the — goddeſs 
= oung maſter ſhould be ſp..ld) 
1 — 5 
—＋ after long computing, found 
Twould come to juſt ſive thouſand pound. 
The queen of love was pleas'd, and proud, 
To fee Vaneſſa thus endow's : 
She doubted not but ſuch a dame 230 
Through ev'ry breaſt would dart a flame; 
Thatev'ry rich and lordly ſwain 
With pride would drag about her chain ; 
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That ſcholars would forſake their books 
To bright Vaneſia's looks 3 237 
As 22 that womankind 
Would by her model form their mind, 
5 And all their conduct would be try d 
her, as an unerring guide : 
Ofending daughters oft would hear 240 
Vaneſſa's praiſe rung in their ear: 
Mits Betty, when ſhe does a fault, 
1 Lets fall her knife, or ſpills the ſalt, 
Will thus be by her mother chid, 
| „ "Tis what Vaneſſa never did.” 245 
| Thus by the ny mphs and ſwains ador'd, 
My pow'r ſhall be again reſtor d, 
, And happy lovers bleſs my reign— 
So Venus hop'd, but hop'd in vain. 
For when in time the martial maid 250 
Found out the trick that Venus play'd, 
She ſhakes her helm, ſhe knits her brows, 
And hr'd with indignation vows, 
To-morrow, ere the ſetting ſun, 
She's all undo, that ſhe had done. | =— 
But in the poets we may find, 
A wholeſome law time out of mind, 
' Had been confirm'd by fate's decree : 
That gods, of whatſoe'er degree, 
Reſume not what themſelves have giv'n, 260 
Or any brother-god in heav'n ; 
Which keeps the peace among the 
Or they muſt always be at odds: 
And Pallas, if ſhe broke the laws, 
Muſt yield her foe the cauſe ; 265 
A ſhame to one fo much d 
For wiſdom at Jove's council-board. 
| Beſides, ſhe fear'd the queen of love 
Would meet with better friends above. 
And though ſhe muſt with grief reflect, 270 
To ſee a mortal Virgin deck'd 
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With graces hitherto unknown 
To female breaſts, except her on; 


In proper ſeaſon Pallas meets 
The queen of love, „ 
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Well knowing, from the books ſhe read, 


What dang'rous paths young virgins tread : 
Would ſeldom at the park appear, 


Firſt iffu'd from perfumer's ſhops 


ep thay wang (ry > : 
They aſk'd her, how the lik'd the play? 
Then told the tattle of the day ; 

A duel fought laſt night at two, 

About a lady you know who; 
Mention'd a new Italian, come 

Either from Muſcovy or Rome ; 


Gave hints of who and who's together: 


Then fell to talking of the weather; . 
Laſt night was ſo extremely fine, 
The ladies walk'd till after nine. 
Then in ſoft voice, and ſpeech abſurd, 
With nenſenſe cv'ry ſecond word, 
With fuſtian from exploded plays, 
They celebrate her beauty's praiſe ; 
Run o'er their cant of ſtupid lies, 
And tell the murders of eyes. 

With ſilent ſcorn Vaneſſa ſat, 
Scarce liſt' ning to their idle chat; 
Further than ſometimes by a frown, 
When they grew pert, to pull them down. 
At laſt the ſpitefully was bent 
To try their wiſdom's full extent; 
Ard ſaid, ſhe valu'd nothing leſs 
Than titles, figure, ſhape, and dreſs ; 
That merit ſhould be chiefly plac'd 
In judgment, knowledge, wit, and taſte ; 
And theſe, ſhe offer'd to diſpute 
Alone diſtinguiſh'd man from brute : 
'That preſent times have no 
To virtue, in the Noble ſenſe 

Vor. VL C 
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[ 7 ſh — country's good 
4 To periſh for our s b 
She nw the ancient heroes round, 350 
Explain'd for what they were renown'd ; 
Then ſpoke with cenſure, or applauſe, 
Of foreign cuſtoms, rites, de 
nature — through art = rang'd, | 
And gracefully her ſubject chang d: 
a: 
In all ſhe ſpoke, except to ſtare. | 
Their judgment was upon the whole, 
hat lady is the dulleſt foul—— 
Then tipt their forchead in a jeer, 360 | 
As who ſhould ſay—— She wants it here; 
She may be handiome, young, and rich, 
But none will burn her tor a witch. 
A party next of glit”ring dames, 
From round the puri cus oi St. James, 36; 
Came carly, out of pure good-will, 
To ſee the girl in diſhabille. 
Their clamgur, lighting from their chairs, 
Grew louder all the way up ſtairs; 
At entrance loudeſt ; where they found 370 
The room with volumes litter'd round. 
Vancfſa held Montaigne, and read, 
Whilſt Mrs. Suſan comb'd her head. 
3 They call'd for tea and chocolate, 
| And fell into their uſual chat, 575 
| Diſcourſing, with important face, 
On ribbons, fans, and gloves and lace ; 
Shew'd pattern juſt from India brought, 
And gravely afl. d her what ſhe thcught ; 
Whether the r<d or green were beſt, 380 
And what they coſt? Vaneſſa gueſt 
As came into her fancy firſt ; 
Nam'd half the rates, and lik'd the worſt. 
To ſcandal next What awkward ching 
Was the laſt Sunday in the ring ? 385 
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370 


Pm Mopſa breaks ſo faſt $ 
I 21 2 face would never laſt. 
Corinna, with * youthful air, 
Is thirty, and a bit to 2 
— for a — 
Began, when I was but a girl. 

Phillis, who but a month ago 

Was marry'd to the Tunbridge beau, 

I ſaw coquetting Yother night 

In public with that odious knight. 

They rally'd next Vaneſſa's dreſs : 
That was made for old Queen Beſs. 
Dear Madam, let me fee your head: 
Don't you intend to put on red ? 

A petticoat without a hoop ! 

Sure, you are not aſham'd to ſtoop ; 
With kandſome garters at your knees, 
No matter what a fellow 

Fild with diſdain, with rage inflam'd, 
Both of herſelf and ſex aſham'd, 
The nymph ſtood filent out of ſpight, 


Nor would vouchiafe to ſet them right. 


Away the fair detractors went, 

And gave by turns their cenſures vent. 

She's not ſo handſome in my eyes: 

For wit, I wonder where it lies. 

Sne's fair and clean, and that's the moſt : 

But why im her for a toaſt ? 

A baby face, no life, no airs, 

But what ſhe learns at country - fairs; 

Scarce knows what diff*rence is between 

Rich Flanders lace and Colberteen. 

PI! undertake, my little Nancy 

In flounces hath a better fancy. 

With all her wit, I would not aſk 

Her judgment how to buy a maſk. 

We begg'd her but to patch her face, 

She never hit one proper 7 : 
3 
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Which ev'ry girl at five years old 
Can do, be Lag as ſhe is told. 
I own, that out-of-faſhion ſtuff 
Becomes the vena —_ ws 
The girl mi , if we get 
To 1 — alittle better. 
(To know the world ! a modern phraſe 
For viſits, ombre, balls, and plays.) 
Thus, to the world's ſhame, 
The beauty loſt her aim. 
Too late with grief ſhe underſtood, 
Pallas had done more harm than good: 
For great examples are but vain, 
Where ignorance begets diſdain. 
Both ſexes, arm'd with guilt and ſpite, 
Againſt Vaneſſa's unite : 
To copy her few nymphs aſpir' d; 
Her virtues fewer iwains admir'd. 
So ſtars beyond a certain height 
Give mortals neither heat nor light. 

Yet ſome of either ſex, endow'd 
With gifts ſuperior to the croud, 
With virtue, knowledge, taſte, and wit, 
She condeſcended to admit. | 
Wich pleaſing arts ſhe could reduce 
Men's talents to their proper ule ; 
And with addreſs each genius held 
To that wherein it moſt excell'd; 
Thus making others wiſdom known, 


Could pleaſe them, and improve her own. 


A modeſt youth faid ſomething new; 
She plac'd it in the ſtrongeſt view. 

All humble worth ſhe ſtrove to raiſe ; 
Would not be praisd, yet lov'd to prai 
The learned dog with Fe —— 
Although they came not in a coach: 
Some clergy too ſhe would allow, 

Nor quarreli'd at their awkward bow. 
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But this was for Cadenus' ſake, 
A gownman of a diff*rent make; 
Whom Pallas, once Vaneſſa's tutor, 
Had fix d on for ber coadjutor. 

But Cupid, full of miſchief, longs ' 
To vindicate his mother's wrongs. 
On Pallas all attempts are vain: 
One way he knots to give her pain; 
Vows on Vaneſſa's heart to take 
Due vengeance for her patron's ſake. 
Thoſe early ſeeds by Venus ſown, 
In ſpite of Pallas, now were grown ; 
And Capid hop'd, they would improve 
By time, and ripen into love. 
'The boy made uſe of all his craft, 
In vain diſcharging many a ſhaft, 
Pointed at coPnels, and beaux : 
Cadenus warded off the blows ; 
For, placing ſtill ſome book betwixt, 
The darts were in the cover ſix d, 
Or, often blunted and recoil'd, 


On Plutarch's morals ſtruck, were ſpoiPd. 


The gucen of wi could foreſee, 
But not [4 - + boy 
And human caution tries in vain 
To break that adamantine chain. 
Vaneſſa, though by Pallas taught, 
By Love invulnerable tho 

's aid, 

d. 


Searching in books for wi 

Was, in the very ſearch, 
Cupid, 

Yer ſtill refolv'd to ſpare no coſt : 

He could not anſwer to his fame 

The triumphs of that ſtubborn dame, 

A nymph ſo hard to be ſubdu'd, 

Who neither was coquette nor prude. 
I find, faid he, ſhe wants a doctor 

Both to adore her, and inſtruct her: 


2 


though all his darts were loſt, 
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PII give her what ſhe moſt admires 500 
Among thoſe venerable ſires. 
Cade nus is a ſubject fir, 
Grown old in politics and wit, 
Careſs'd by miniſters of ſtate, 
Of half mankind the dread and hate : 505 
Whate'er vexations love attend, 
She need no rivals apprehend. 
Her ſex, with univerſal voice, 
Muſt laugh at her capricious choice. 

Cadenus many things had writ : 510 
Vaneſſa much eſteem'd his wit, 
And calPd for his poetic works: 
Mean time the boy in ſecret lurks, 
And, while the book was in her hand, 
The urchin from his private ſtand 515 
Took aim, and ſhot with all his ſtrength 
A dart of ſuch prodigious length, 
It pierc'd the feeble volume through, 
And deep transfix'd her boſom too. 
Scme lines, more moving than the reſt, 
Stuck to tue point that pierc'd her breaſt, 
And, borne directly to the heart, 
With pains unknown, increas'd her ſmart. 


$20 


_ * Vaneſſa, not in years a ſcore, 


Dreams of a gown of forty-four ; 525 
Imaginary charms can find 
In eyes with reading almoſt blind: 
Cadenus now no more appears 
Declin's in health, advanc'd in years. 
She ſancies muſic in his tongue, 530 
Nor farther looks, but thinks him young. 

What 


Co 


The pcet having before ſhewed the cauſe of Vaneſſa's diſop- 
pointm"nt, here repreſents Vaneſſa, who was intended to animate 
every woman tolmitation, and inſpire every man with love, as com- 
pellec to make advances to me, who had ſcarce ſenſibilĩty enough to 
unde: land thLur, Hart 
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500 What mariner is not afraid 
To venture in a ſhip decay'd ? 
What will attempt to yoke 
A ſapling with a falling oak ? 535 
As years increaſe, ſhe brighter ſhines ; 
— 2 with each day declines ; 
And he muſt fall a to time, 
While ſhe continues in her prime. 

Cadenus, common forms apart, 

In ev'ry ſcene 1 

| Had ſigh'd and languiſh'd, vow'd and writ, 

Tor paſtime, or to ſhew his wit. 

h But time, and books, and ſtate- affairs, 
Had fpoild his faſhionadle airs : 545 
He now could praiſe, cſtze:r, approve, 

15 But underſtood not what was love. 
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5 So faſt, his leſſons lagg 

| She reaton'd without plodding long, 

Nor cver gave hcr judgment wrong. 
But now a ſudden change was wrought; 560 
She minds no longer what he taught. 
- Cadenus was amaz'd to find 
| Such marks of a diſtracted mind: 

t For, thou 


ſhe ſeem'd to liſten more 

| To all he ipoke, than Cer before, 565 
| thy ng er anos woe cons; 

et gueſs d not whence could ſpring the change. 
| And firſt he modeſtly conjectures 

| His pupil might be tir d with lectures: 


Which 
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Which help'd to mortify his pride, 
Yet gave him not the heart to chide : 
But in a mild dejected ftrain, 
Art laſt he ventur'd to complain 
Said, ſhe ſhould be no 


as ned, 


Might have her freedom when ſhe pleas'd ; 


Was now convinc'd, he acted wrong 
To hide her from the world fo long, 
And in dull ftudies to engage 

One of her tender ſex and age ; 

That ev'ry nymph with envy own'd, 
How ſhe might thine in the grand menze, 


Andev'ry ſhepherd was undone 


To fee her cloifter'd like a nun. 
This was a viſionary ſcheme : 

He wak'd, and found it but a dream ; 
A prcje far above his ſkill ; 

For nature mult be nature ſtill. 

It he was bolder than became 

A ſcholar to a ccurtly dame, 

She might excuſe a man of letters; 
Thus tutors often treat their betters : 
And, fince his talk offenſive grew, 
He came to take his laſt adieu. 

Vaneſſa, filPd with juſt diſdain, 
Would till her dignity maintain, 
Inſtructed from her early years 
To ſcorn the art of female tears. 

Had he employ d his time fo long 
To teach her what was right and wrong, 
Yet could ſuch notions entertain, 
'That all his leftures were in vain ? 


She own'd the wand'ring of her thoughts; 


But he muſt anſwer for her faults. 
She well remember d, to her coſt, 
That all his leſſons were not loſt. 
Two maxims the could ſtill produce, 
And fad experience taught their uſe ; 
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That virtue, pleas'd by being ſhown, 

Knows nothing which it dares not on; 

Can make us without fear diſcloſe 610 
Our inmoſt ſecrets to our foes : 

That common forms were not defign'd 
Directors to a noble mind. 

Now, ſaid the nymph, I'll let you ſee 


My actions with your rules agree; 615 
| C 5 That 
* Vaneſſa, conſcious that her paſſion was virtuous, had no mo- 


tive to conceal it: for © virtue knows nothing that it dare not 
« own.” She therefore confeſſed it to Cagenus, contrary to the 
commen forms, which require that the firſt addreſs ſhould be made by 
the man. For common forms are only for common minds; they 
caly veil defects, and are not neceſſary, where defects are not found. . 
Harxwktej. 
Lord Orrery has been fo far from acting upon the principle on 
which Mr. Pope framed this petition in bis univerſal prayer, 
Teach me 


To hide the fault I fee, 


that where he has not feurd the of a fault, he has la- 
boured hard to make one, An inftance of which will be found in 
his remark upon « maxim of Cadenus to Vaneſſa : 

That virtue, pleas d by being ſhewn, 

Knows nothing which it dares not ot. 

% He taught her, favs his Lorefhip, © that vice, as ſoon as it 
« defied ſhame, was immediately changed into virtue.” But the 
moſt obvious and natural meaning is juſt contrary : That we deſire 
io conceal no act which upon reflection we do nut diſcover to be vi- 
tious, becauſe virtue is pleaſed in proportion as it is diſplayed. And 
indeed theſe verſes could not be ſuppoſed an apology for lewdneſa, if 
his Lordſhip believed his own affertion, that the Dean was not 
t be ſwayed by deliberate evil. He 

Lord Orrery ſays, p. 11. That Dr. Swift taught Vaneſſa, that 
% vice, as ſcon as it defied ſhame, was immediately changed ints 
« virtue,” If Cadenus ever juſtilled that maxim into the foul of 
Vaneſſa, we muit, I am afraid, give him entirely up to cenſure, as 
an agent fer the prircz of darkneſs. But, without any racking, or 
tranſmutation of words, Swift's maxim was, 0 

That virtue, f lend by beirg fpwen, 

Knows nothing <obich it dares not own ; 

Can make us without fear diſcliſe | | 
Cur inrmll ſecrets ta cur foes. ; 


A mazim 
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'That I can vulgar forms deſpiſe, 

And have no ſecrets to diſguiſe. 

I knew, by what you ſaid and writ, 

How dnag'rous things were men of wit ; 

You caution'd me againſt their charms, 620 

But never gave me equal arms; 

Your leſſons found the weakeſt part, 

Aim'd at the head, but reach'd the heart. 
Cadenus felt within him riſe 

Shame, diſappoinment, guilt, ſurpriſe, 625 

He knew not how to reconcile 

Such language with her uſual ſtyle : And 


A maxim which every man of honour would inſlil into the hearts 
of his children; and which Dr. Switt himſelf hath occaſionally ex- 
preſſed in other terms highly advantageous, an ſeeing verſes write. 
pn windows, Vol. 6. 
The ſage, who ſaid be fbould be proud 

n breaſt, 
Becauſe be ne er one t all d 

That migłt not be confeſf ; 
His window ſcratui d by ev ry rake, 

His brecft again would cover, 
And fairly Lid the devil take 

e di mend and the lover. 


And ſuch were the noble ſentiments of that old Roman, I forz*: 
his name, who'e reply to an architect could have proceeded onl / 
from the mouth of an hero. The architect made him an offer, 
upon his giving him ſo much money, to contrive a houſe for him 
in ſuch a manner, as that none from abroad ſhould poflibiy look 
into it. I will give you double the ſum, replied the hero, if you 
will contrive a houſe for me in ſuch a maaner, as that every one that 
pleaſes may look into every corner of it. 
This maxim of the Doctor's, 

T bat common Tere net 4 

Din ectors to — — * 
is ſo clear and plain, that it can no more be tortured into an en- 
couragement to vice, as Lord Orrery alledges, than the ſecond ci m- 
mandment intq an encouragement to idolatiy. Where do we find 
in the lines one ſyllable relating either to vice or virtue? Are com- 
mon forms either wices or virtues * Whoever can imagine them to 
he either the one or the other, muſt have a certain vacuity in his 
— for the recepticn cf the mod groſs and palpable abſur dities. 
Ne. , 


Much leſs could his declining age 

Vaneſſa's earlieſt thoughts engage; 

And if her youth indiff rence met, 

His perſon muſt contempt beget : 

Or, grant her paſſion be ſincere, 

How ſhall his 1 be clear ? 

Appearances were all ſo ſtrong, 

The world muſt think him in the wrong ;. 

Would ſay, he made a treach'rous uſe 

Of wit, to flatter and ſeduce : 

The town would ſwear he had betray'd 

By magic ſpells the harmleſs maid : 

And ev'ry beau would have his jokes, 

That ſcholars were like other folks; 

That, when Platonic flights were over, 

The tutor turn'd a mortal lover. 

So tender of the young and fair 

It ſhew'd a true paternal care 

Five thouſand guineas in her ! 

The Doctor might have fancy d worſe. — 
Hardly at length he filence broke, 

And faulter d ev*ry word he ſpoke ; 

Interpreting her complaiſance, 

Juſt as a man ſans conſequence. 

She rally'd well, he always knew : 

Her manner now was ſomething new ; 

And what ſhe ſpoke was in an air 

As ſerious as a tragic player. 

But thoſe, who aim at ridicule, 

Should fix upon tome certain rule, 
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Which fairly hints they art in j eſt, 
Elſe he muſt enter bis proteſt : 
For let a man be ne'er fo wiſe, 
He may be caught with fober lies ; 
A ſcience which he never taught, 670 
And, to be free, was dearly bought ; 
Far, take it in its light, 
"Tis juſt what coxcombs call a bite. 
Burt not to dwell on things minute, 
Vaneſſa finiſh'd the diſpute, 675 
Brought weighty arguments to prove 
That reaſon was her guide in love. 
She thought he had himſelf deſerib'd, 
His doctrines when ſhe firſt imbib'd: 
What he had planted, now was grown ; 680 
His virtues ſhe might call her own ; 
As he approves, as he diſlikes, 
Love or contempt ker fancy ſtrikes. 
Self-love, in nature rooted fait, | 
Attends us firſt, and leaves us laſt : 683 
Why the likes him, admire not at her; 
She loves herſelf, and that's the matter. 
How was her tutor wont to praiſe 
The geniuſes of ancient days! 
(Thote authors he fo oft had nam'd, 690 
For learning, wit, and wiſd m ſam' ); 
Was ſtruck with love, eſteem, and awe, 
For perſons whom he never ſaw. 
Suppoſe Cadenus flouriſh'd then, 
He muſt adore ſuch zod-like mn, 695 
If one ſh.rt volume could © npriſe 
All that was witty, learn", and wiſe, 
How would it be eſtcem d, and read, 
Although the writer long were dead! 
It ſuch an author were alive, 7 
How all would for his friendſhip ſtrive, 
And come it. cr. 0 fee his face! 


And thas the takes to be her calc. 
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Is but to learn what he can tefch : 
His converſe is a ſyſtem fit 
Alone to fill up all her wit ; 
While ev'ry paſſion of her mind 
In him is ins oy __ 'd. 
Love can wi inſpire a mute, 
And taught Let yy ate. 
This never touch'd 
Diſplay'd her eloquence the more : 
Her knowledge, with ſuch pains acquir'd, 
By this new pathon grew inſpir'd : 
Through this ſhe og all objects —_— 
Which gave a tinQture ver the 
As rivers, though they bend and twine, 
Still to the ſea their courſe incline ; 
Or, as pbiloſop hers, who find 
Some fay*rite ſyſtem to their mind, 
In ev'ry point to make it fit. 
Will force all nature ta ſubmit. 
Cadenus, who could necr ſuſpect 
His leſſons would have ſuch effect, 
Or be fo artfully apply'd, 
Inſenfibly came on her fide. 
It was an unforeſcen event; 
Things took a turn he never meant, 
Whoe er exceis in what we prize, 
Appears a hero in our eyes : 
Each girl, when pl:as'd with what is 
Will have the teacher in her thought. 
The nymph in ſober words intreats 
A truce with all ſublime conceits : 
For why ſuch raptures, flights, and fancies, 
To her who durit not read romances ? 
In lofiy ſtyle to make replies, 
Which he had taught her to deſpiſe ? 
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At leaft could hardly wiſh them wrong. 
Howeer it came, he could not tell, 
1 
His pride began to interpo = 
Preferr'd before a croud of beaux ! 
So bright a nymph to come — 6 
Such wonder by his merit wrought 
Tis merit muſt with her prevail; 
He never knew her judgment fail. 
She noted all ſhe ever read, 
And had a moſt diſcerning head. 

"Tis an old maxim in the ſchools, 
That vanity's the food of fools ; 
Yet now and then your men of wit 
Will condeſcend to take a bit. 

So, when Cadenus could not hide, 
He choſe to juſtify, his pride ; 
* * deli bis in her ſpinnet, 

may © Hemae ger ; 

1 —2 { with melodious voice, 
In boarding- ſchools can have his choice : 
And oft the dancing-maſter's art 
Climbs from the toe -— - - - 


Where hot and cold, where — — ſweet, 


In all their equipages meet; 5 
Where eaſures mix'd with pains appear, 
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But friendſhip in its greateſt height, 
—_— rational delight, 

ne 
8 long are 


offers in retu 

. dy dg bo eſteem ; 
With that devotion 2 
When goddeſſes appear 

While thus Cadenus entertains 
Vaneſſa in exalted ſtrains, 
Conſtr'ing the paſſion ſhe had ſhown, 
Mauch to her praiſe, more to his own. 
Nature in him had merit plac'd, 
In her a moſt judicious taſte. 
Love hither: o a tranſient gueſt, t.. 
Ne'cr held poſſeſſion in his breaſt ; 
So long attending at the gate, 
Diſdain'd to enter in ſo late. 
Love why do we one paſſion call, 
When tis a compound of them all? 
He has a forfeiture incurr'd ; 
She vows to gee © pro m_ word, 
And s he will not ink it ſtrange, 
. 
reren 
The tutor; and the pupil, he: 
Though ſhe already can diſcern, 
r 
Or wants capacit 
— — — 
Wherein his genius was below 
"The ſkill of ev'ry common beau; 
Who, though he cannot ſpell, is wiſe 
Enough to read a lady's eyes, 
And will each accidental glance 
Interpret tor a Rind advance. 
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820 
To act with leis leraphie en 4s; 
Or, to compound the bus'neſe, whether 
temper love and books together; 825 
Muſt never to mankind be told, 
Nor ſhall the conſcious muſe unfold. + 
830 


For though by one perverſe event 
Pallas had croſs'd her firſt intent, 


« cruel hint, without great indignatien againft the conſcious muſe.” 
——— But is there no allowance to be made for the rants and vagaries 
of an heteroclite genius? Or would any poet, who had the leaſt 
ſpark of honour, ſuppoſing he had been fo unfortunate as to have 


of courtſhip ? If then Cadenus and Vaneſſa be conject red to hade 


tempered love and books together; why ſhould they be ſuppoſed 
to have tranſgrefſcd the rules of honour beyond the reſt of the world ? 
But allowing it were juſt that our indignation ſhould rite againſt 
the conſcious muſe, (as indeed I am told, Miſs Vznhomrigh herſelf 
was extremely angry with the Doctor on account cf theſe lines), 
the higher ſurely that our indignation ſhould be inflamed againt 
her, the more ought Vaneſſa ta be cleared ani juſtiſied. Scvift. 
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840 


Cons ae in and fave their bail. 
All met ; | filence thrice proclaim'd, 
One lawyer to cach fide was nam'd. 
The judge diſcover d in her face 
Reſentments for her late diſgrace : $45 
And, full of anger, ſhame, and grief, 
Directed them to mind their brief; 

Nor ipend their time to ſhew their rea- ing: 

She'd have a ſummary | 

She gather'd under ev ry head 

The ſum of what each lawyer ſaid, 
Gave her own reaſons laſt, and then 

Decreed the cauſe againſt the mer. 

But, in a weighty caſe like this, 
To ſhew ſhe did not judge amiſs, $55 
Which evil tongues might elſe report, 


« To form a nymph 

«© A model for her ſex deſign d, 
Who never could one lover find. 

« She ſaw, her favour was miſplac'd ; 
„The fellows had a wretched taſte ; 
„ She needs muſt tell them to their face, 870 
„ And, were ſhe to begin agen, 

« She'd ſtudy to reform the en; 


Or 


* As the wwoner in their manners and drefs imitate what the 
— 
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875 
880 
neſs to her ſon ; 
« She puts the world in his poſſeſſion, 
* And let him uſe it at diſcretion. 
The cry'r was order'd to diſmiſs 
The court, ſo made his laſt O je / 835 


"'BAUCES and PHILE MON. * 
Imitated from the eighth book of Ovid. 
Written about the year 1708. 

The faies weed hen leave their coll, 


And ftroll about, but hide their quality, 
To try good people's hoſpitality. 


It 


men approve, their faults and follies are little more than the conſe- 
quences of the falſe taſte of their admirers ; who cannot ſurely be 
urged by a ſtrunger motive to correct it. Hawkeſ. 


In this tale there is not only abundance of wit and 
but ſome peculiar happy ſtrokes, which, although but very rarely to 
be found in the works of the fincſt authors, are the diſtinguiſhirg 
marks of an improved, conſummate genius. The reader of taſte 


and learning cannot but obſcrve how exatly the found doth echo to 
the ſenſe in the following lines, 


+ ͤ— — 


BAUCIS AND PHILEMON. 43 


It happen'd on a winter-night, 
As authors of the legend write, 
Two brother hermits, ſaints by trade, 
Taking their tour in maſquerade, 
Diſguis'd in tatter'd habits, went 
Toa ſmall vi down in Kent; F 10 
Where, in the canting ſtrain, 
They begg'd from door to door in vain, 
Try'd ev'ry tone might pity win ; 
But not a foul let them in. 

Our wand' ring faints in woful ſtate, 15 
Treated at this ungodly rate, 


To a {mall cottage came at laſt ; 

Where dwelt a good old honeſt ye'man, 

Call'd in the neighbourhood Philemon; 20 

Who kindly did theſe ſaints invite 
In his poor hut to paſs the night ; 

And then the hoſpitable fire 

Bid goody Baucis mend the fire ; 

While he from out the chimney took 25 

A flitch of bacon off the hook, 

And freely from the fatteſt fide 

Cut out large flices to be fry'd ; 

Then ſtepp d afide to fetch em drink 

Filrd a large jug up to the brink, 30 

And faw it fairly twice go round; 

Yet (what is wonderful !) they found, 

carce bad when and 
— — * foi . 

Aloft roſe ev'ry beam and rafter; 

The beavy wall cimb'd flowly after, 1. 52.—$6. 

And yet, if poſſible, even theſe lines are excelled by the following 


wn 


The greaning chair crawl, 
ans gg fot I. 85. 86. 
There are many in Homer, Pindar, Virgil, Horace, 


Shakeſpear, and Milton, which, for the ſame reaſon, are univerially 
admired above all other paſſages in thoſe ſublime poets, Sri 
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the lights were burning blue. 
ſoon aware on 1 


or yours 
Bat for that pack of churliſh _ 
Not fit to live on Chriſtian 


d ever in ſuſpence to dwell, 
_ ”Tis now no kettle, but a bell. 

A wooden jack, which had almoſt 
Loſt by difuſe the art to roaſt, 
A alteration feels, 


by 
And, what exalts the wonder more, 
The number made the motion flow'r. 
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; The flier, though't had leaden feet, 
Turn'd round fo quick, you ſcarce could fee't ; 
But, flacken'd by ſome ſecret pow'r, 
Now hardly moves an inch an hour. 
The jack and chimney near ally'd, 75 
Had never left each other's fide : | 
The chimney to a ſteeple grown, 
The jack would not be left alone ; 
But, up againft the ſteeple rear'd, : ö 
Became a clock, and ſtill zdher'd ; 80 
And ftill its love to houſchold - cares, 
By a ſhrill voice at noon, declares, 
Warning the cook-maid not to burn 
That roaſt- meat which it cannot turn. 
The groaning chair began to craw], 85 
Like a huge ſnail, along the wall, 
2 5723 — public view, 
„ with ſmall ch unge, a it grew. 
The porri that in = | 
Hung high, and made aglittring ſow, 90 
To a leis noble ſubſtance chang' d, 
Were now but leathern buckets rang'd. 
The ballads paſted on the wall, 
Of Joan of France, and Engliſh Moll, 
Fair Roſamond, and Robin Hood, 95 
The little children in the wocd, 
Now ſeem'd to look abundance better, 
Improv'd in picture, fize, and letter; 
And, high in order plac'd, Jefcribe 
The heraldry of ev'ry tribe. + 100 
A bedſtead of the antique mode, 
Compact of timber many a load, 
Such as our anceſtors ard uſe, 
Was metamorphos'd into pews ; Which 


I Of the twelve trites of Iirael, which in country churches are 
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By lodging — —— 
to 


The cottage by 

Grown to a church by juſt degrees, 
The hermits then 1 
To aſk for what he fancy'd moſt. 
Philemon, having paus'd a while, | 
Return d them thanks in homely ſtyle; 
Then faid, My houſe is grown ſo fine, 
Methinks, 1 £1 would call it mine ; 
Fm old, and fain would live at eaſe ; 
Make me the parſan, if you pleaſe. 

— tly he feels 
His grazier's coat fall down his heels: 
He ſee:, yet hardly can believe, 
About each arm a pudding-ſleeve ; 
His waiſtcoat to a caſſock grew, 
And both aſſum'd a fable hue ; 
But, being old, continu'd juſt 
As thread-bare, and as full of duſt. 
His talk was now of tythes and dues : 
He ſmoak'd his pipe, and read the news ; 
Knew how to preach old ſermons next, 
Vamp'd in the and the text ; 
At chriſt nings well could act his part, 
And had the ſervice all by heart ; 
Wiſh'd women might have children faſt, 
And thought whoſe ſow had farrow'd laft ; 
Againſt aiſenters would repine, 
And ſtood up firm for right divine; 
Found his head fird with many a ſyſtem: 
But claflic ne er mily'd em. 

Thus having furbiſh'd up 


Inſtead of home-ſpun coifs, were icen 
Good pinners edg'd with calberteen; 
Her petticoat, transform'd apace, 
Became black ſattin flourc'd with lace. 
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230 
3 
To the church-yurd to take a walk; 
When Baucis haſt ly cry'd out, 155 
My dear, I fee your forehead fprout ! 


Sprout ! quoth the man; what's this you tell us? 
| I] hope you don't believe me jealuus : 
But yet, methinks, I fell it true; 
And really yours is budding too 160 
TY Fe" I cannot ſtir my foot ; 
It feels as if twere taking root. : 
Deſcription would ba tire my muſe ; 
In ſhort, they were both turn'd to yews. 

Old Goodman Dobſon of the green 165 
Remembers, he the trees has ſeen ; 
He'll talk of them from noon til! night, 
And goes with folks to ſhew the fight ; 
On Sundays, after ev'ning pray'r, 

He gathers all the pariſh there; 
Points out the place of either yew ; 
Here Baucis, | won Philemon grew : 
Till once a parſon of our town, 

To mend his barn, cut Baucis down ; 
At which *tis hard to be believ'd 175 
How much the other tree was griev'd, | 
Grew ſcrubby, dy'd a-top, was ſtunted ; 

So the next parſon ſtubb'd and burnt it. 


170 
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43 


A Drscairriox of a Criry-SuowEr, 


In imitation of Virgils Georgics. 


Written in the year 1712. 


Recurning home at night, you'll find the fink 5 
Strike your offended ſenſe with double ſtink. 
If you be wiſe, then go not far to dine; 
Yowll in coach-hire more than ſave in wine. 
A coming ſhow'r your ſhooting corns pre ſage, 
Old aches throb, your hollow tooth will rage: 10 
Saunt'ring in coff chouſe is Dulman ſeen ; 
He damns the climate, and comp — 

Mean while the ſouth, riſing with dab 
A fable cloud athwart the welkin flings, 
That fwilPd more Ii 'than it could contaiv, 15 
And, like a dru » gives it up again. 
Briſk Suſan whips her linen from the 
While the firſt drizzling ſhow'r is borne aſlope: 
Such is that ſprinkling, which ſome careleſs quean 
Flirts on you from her mop, but not fo clean: 20 
You fly, invoke the gods ; 833 
To rail: ſhe finging, ſtill whirls on her 
Not ye: the duſt had ſhunn'd th unequal 
But, aided by the wind, he fl for life, 
+ *T was doubtful which was rain, and which was duſt, | 
| Ah ! where muſt needy poet ſeek for aid, | 
| When duſt ard rain at once his coat invade ? I 
[ | h Sole | 


' + Tu doubtful which 25 ſez, and which was ſky. 
| | - Garth's diſp. 
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remarkable 


A DESCRIPTION, e. 


d in a chair the beau 


+ This was written in the firt ycar of the Eartof Oxford's mint- 


thority, or becauſe he 


which is ſcarce 
to the Dean's 


Hawke. 


2 


zo A DESCRIPTION OP 


, as each torrent drives, with rapi 
RD 


Er 


dapper 
Bl x 


verſes were written. 
4 To find old nails, 


were brought in by Dryden and other poets in 
II. They were merely the effects of haſte, i 
money ; and have been wholly avoided by the beft poets fince theſe 


courſe, 
And in confluence join'd at Snowhill ri 
— prove wo Holborn bridge® 


: 
* 
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THE MORNING. 51 
turnkey now his flock returning ſees, 15 
Daly let out a- nights to ſteal for fees : 
The watchful take their ſilent ſtands, 
And ſchoolboys lag with fatchels in their hands. 


H iſt. 7. book 1. imitated, and 
re 


the year, 1713. 8 


Nobert Harley, three times Speaker of the Houſe of Com- 
mons, once in King William's reign, and twice in Queen Anne's; 
created Baron Harley of Wigmore, Earl of Oxford and Earl Morti- 


„the of and Lord Treaſurer, of 
E 


In this year the author was made Dean of St. Patrick's, Dublin. 
See an account of his firſt interview with Mr. Harley, in his letrer 
to Dr. King, OG. 10. 2720. 


AN ADDRESS. TO THE 


% 15 
20 
i or Tory. 
Lewis bi patrons humour kno, 
Away upon his errand goes, 
And quickly did the matter fift ; 25 


He hated Wharton + like a toad, _ 


Had giv'n the faction many a wound, 
And EbelPd all the janto round; 
company with men of wit, | 
Who often father'd what he writ: 40 
His works were hawk'd in ev'ry ſtreet, 
But feldom roſe above a ſheet : 
Of late indeed the paper famp 
Did very much his genius cramp : 
- And, 


15. Demetri, ¶ puer Fic ren lævc᷑ juſſa Philipp: 
Aci ib at,) ali, qua re, et refer : wide dino, quis, 
Cr jus ft rtunæ, que fit putre, quore putrone i 
23 25 E, red t, et rurrat, N ? nom in: 
31. — 75 fine - rotum, 
! properare leco, et cefſare, er quarere, et uri, 
Caudent n 


Eraſmus Lewis, Eſc; private to the Eari of Oxford. 
Earl of Wharton, father to the of Wharton who died in 
France. See his character, vol. 3. p. 312. 
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35 


— ex ipfe quadennque refers. Dic 
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AN ADDRESS TO THE 


„ Well, I ſhall think of that no more, 
« If be ſure to come at four.” 


carry on the jeſt, 
And down to Windſor takes his gueſt. 
Swift much admires the and air, 
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The 
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a Frenchman. 


The Dean's 
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Dr. Swift's arrival in Ireland 


wh 


r 


Hi 11 


iin 
15 


f 


fl THe 
442 111111 1135 


i 


3 


18 


Hl 


111 441K 


11 


; 


Th 


AN 2 &c 


uw 
=_ 
= 


l 


f 


3.2 
15 1 
His 1154518 
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is 


Whether fear or conviction were the mo- 
change, I leave you to confider ; but certain 


; ſo that he ſat in the chapter-houſe, like 


ed oo 


ſo 


himſelf as 


was requiſite to eſtabliſh 


certain cuſtoms and formalities, or, to uſe hi 


than 


and 

the 

ves 

it is | 
Sp 


—Thbrough all vexations, &c. 1. 101104. Orrery. 


However, Swift made no longer a ſtay in 
} The Lord Treaſurer's porter. 


9 
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HORACE, LIB. IL. SAT. VL 37 
135 


Horace, lib. 2. fat. 6. part of it imitated. + 
wine theut the year 3723. 


VE often wiſh'd, that I had clear 
For life fix hundred pounds a- year, 


I 


A handſome houſe to lodge a friend, 


A river at my garden's end, 
A terras walk, and half 2 rood 5 


Of land fer out to plant a wood. 


Well, now I have all this, and more, 
I aſk not to increaſe my ſtore ; * 
But ſhould be perfectly content, 0 
Could I but live on this fide Trent, 10 
Nor croſs the channel twice a-year, 
To ſpend fix months with fateſmen here. 

I muſt by all means come to town, 
"Tis for the ſervice of the crown, 


' * Lewis, the Dean will be of uſe; 15 


Send for him up, ns are 
28 Th 


1. Hoc erat in uotis : maus agri non ita 
6 — AN : agu fons, 
MF: 1 = — — ages 


t In England, where he ſeems by this poem to ſolicit a ſettle- 
ment in the manner peculiar to himſelf, How 

This poem was written about the fame time with the pre- 
. pb $5 3 Hawkeſ. ——It was 


X afterwards enlarged by Mr. Pope. See Warburton's edition of Pope's 


3 HORACE, LIB. IL. SAT. VI. 


BI | 


2 
f 


; 
| 


E 


I own, Pm pleas'd with this rebuke, 

nd take it kindly meant to ſhew 

What I defire the world ſhould know. 
get a whiſper and withdraw, 

When twen y fools I never 

Come with petitions fairly enn'd, 


17. Sive aquilo radit terras, ſeu bruma nivalem 
In':riore diem irah it, we neceſſ ef. 

35- Ves v, inſane, ct ger en ag? improbus urgety 
Latte us, tw freiſes 67:me 04d 65 
A. Mea nen memo: . fi mente recurras. 
Hoc juvat, et i off, non mentiar. 

44. ——— Aliens negoae centro 


Per capat et circa ſaliunt latus, 
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« Or, p 
Faith, 9 | 
« Ah! i 
44 "Tis 
"Tis one 
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89. Frigidus @ roftris manat per ccmpita rumer ; | 
Senne ebvius eff, me can r. 
8 me ſc ire nibil, mir ant ur. ut unum 


ilicet reꝑii mor talem altique filentt. 
108. O rus, quando ego — que ndeque liceb it 
Nunc veterum liert, nunc et inertibus hori: 
Ducere ſallu itæ jucunda ab livia vite ? 


* 


1 


5 The Fast of the Bircnss. 


was full grown, 
1 
0 And litter ri pen'd in her womb, | 
Went here, and there, and every where, 
To find an eaſy place to lay-her. | 
| At length to Muſic's houſe ſhe came, 
| And begg'd like one both blind and lame, 
5 -— My only friend, my dear,” faid ſhe, 1 
; « You ſee that meer neceſſity 
„Hach ſent me to your houſe to whelp, 
Fm dead it you deny your help. 
With fawning whine, and rue: ul tone, 
With artful figh and feigned groan, 


* 


15 


„nahen 5 


4— My friend, your leave, 
In = 


+ "HE 


| © Mukic alludes to the church of England. 


+ Bawty (which is the name of a bitch in Scarch) alludes tothe 
kira. | 
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VERSES, 6 


There in her own, Far 
as ell breth : 
Here, Lovely nymph, proneunce my dum: 


to 


vother ; y 
fide, Laid out for fooes ; 
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night, 
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Of whom it be i . 


1 


it, uri 
And, inſtead of putting it into my pocket, down ſlipt: 
Then the bell rung, and I went down to put my Lacy 


And, God knows, I thought my money was as ſafe as my 
maidenhead. 
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Mas. Ha nnrs's PETITION. 


Lord | Madam, fays Mary, dow &ye do ? Indeed, fays I, 
Bat pray, Mary, an you tell what I have done wich my 
. faid Mary, I never fr d out of this 


Nay, faid 1, I had it in Lady Betty's chamber, that's « 
in caſe. 
got me to bed, and cover'd me up wum: 


ſearch'd the folks round, 
And in a corner of Mrs, Duke's box ty'd in a rag the 


money was 


Mas. Hannrgs PzTITION. 
+ eee and he fell a fwear. 


Then ; my Dume Wadgar + came ; and ſhe, you know, 


as I could bawl, do you know 
what a loſs I have had ? 


Nay, id the, my Lord Colway's 1 folks are all very 
Por my Lord Dromedary || comes a Tueſday without | 


Pugh ! faid I, but that's not the bus'neſs that I ail. | 
Says Cary, 5 + wad 


in al Mlaces IId 1 never heard of ſuch ads | 


And in all the 
Yes, ſays the femard, I remember, when I was at my 


Such » thing a this happen jſt about the time ſo 
ie. 
(Now you mult know, of all ang in he world, ll. 
However, er, 1 was refabved to bring the diſcourſe 405 | 
Mes. Dukes, & rid 1, here's an ugly accident has hap- 


d out: 
money three of a louſe; 
Bur the thing — ofthe houſe, | 


"Tis 


u 
222 
bett who, with the primate, was to ſucceed the tw 


—— as. 
A fervent, wide ts cnc of the footmen. 


An uſual ſaying of bers. 


Ma HAZ Prien. 69 
e 
a2 great hole in my wages: 
Beſides, as they ſay, — no inheriemnee in-chelk 
ages. 
Now, Mrs. Dukes, you know, and every body under 
That though ue hard to judge, yet money can't g 
without hands. 
The devil take me, ſaid the (dleſſing herſelf,) if ever I 


| ts like a Bedlam, as though 1 had call' her 


5848 +F 


Ss I 


all to naught. 
So you know, what could I fay to her — 
I Cen left her, and came away as wiſe as I was before. 
Well ; but then they would have had me gone to the 


cunning man 
No, ſaid I, dis the ſame thing, the chaplain will be here 
anon. 


So the — 8 Now the ſervants ſay he is 


ſweetheart, 

Becauſe he's always in my chamber, EY Pe 
$0, as the dev would have it, before I was aware, out 
——_ caſt * when body's 
P, can a 

plunder'd ? * p 
(Now you — , he hates to be calld perfor like 

the devil. 
Truly: hy Ba, five. Nab, it might become you to be 


more 
det codons divine "IF" 
You are no text for my handling; fo take that from 


28 


2 


= 7} Fong 


3 
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1 I was 


1 The author. 


Ll 


70 Mus. Hannrs's Pr n. 


I was never taken for a conjurer before, I'd have you to 
Lu! fd I don't be angry, I am fure I never thought 


You one, i I honour the cloth ; 1 defgn to be « pars 


wife ; 
3 ans bm coat for a in all my life 
With that 3 SRO. 


V Lord ! faid I, 
? 
and ſhall loſe my trze love too. 


d me: Harry, — 


cry, 
Oh! but, faid I, what if, after all, l 


come ts ? 


For that, r 


The premiſes re — ou... 


And that I may have s hare in next „ 
tion 3 
And, over and above, that I may have your Excellencies 


letter, 
With an order for the chaplain aforeſaid, or, inftead of 
him, a better; 


And then your poor petitiener both night and day, 
Or the chaplain, for "is his trade «in dur bound, hal 


A cant word of my Lord and Lady to Mrs. Harris. 


—_ WY 


© & > — hand, as if « third 


Written in the year 1703. 


To the tune of The catpwr/e. | 


I. 
on a time, as old ftories rehearſe, 
A friar would needs ſhew his talent in Latin; 
But was ſorely put to't in the midſt of a verſe, 
Becauſe he could fiad no word to came pat it: 
Then all in the place 5 


Who would not trite verſes with ſuch we 
ant? 


ſprite, 
That came through the key- hole, or in at the caſement ; 
And it need muſt be one that could both read and 
write : 5 
Yet he did not know 
If it were friend or foe, 
Or whether it came from above or below : 
Howe'er, 


Thoſe verſes are called, A balled on the traffic, and 
AE nd Ld FL kd — 


722 VANBRUGHS HOUSE. 


Howeer, it was civil in or elf, 
For he ne'er could have fill d it ſo well of himſelf 20 
92 


23 


King a ballad, but was at a ſtand: 
8 
When he found a new 


For 
And, ſome malicious young ſpirit did do't, 
You may know by the hand it had no cloven foot. 

Cho. 2 


VANBRUGHFHS HOUSE, 
Built from the ruins of Whitehall that was burnt. 


Written in the year 1706. 


N times of ald, when time was young, 

And poets their own verſes ſung, 
A verſe could draw a ſtone or beam, 
That now would overload a team ; 
r Aug 5 
Then rear them to a y pi 
1 r: 
Heroic ſtrains could build a tow'r ; 
Sonnets, or elegies to Chloris, 
Might raiſe a houſe about two ſtories ; 10 
A lyric ode would flate ; a catch 
Would tile ; an epigram would thatch. 

Bat, to their own, or landlord's coſt, 
Now poets feel this art is loft. 
Not one of all our tuneful throng 15 
Can raiſe a lodging for 4 ſong : 
For Jove conſider d well the caſe, 
Obſerv'd they grew a num'rous race; 
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So Van reſolv'd to write a farce ; 
But, well perceiving wit was ſcarce, 
With cunning that defc ct ſupplies ; 
Takes a French play as lawful prize; 
Steals thence his plot and ev'ry joke, 
Not once ſuſpecting jove would fmoce ; 
And (like a wag) fat down to write, 
Would whiſper to himſelf, a bite. 

Then from & motley, mingled ſtyle 
Procceded to er:@ his pile. 

So men of old, to gain renown, did 
Build Babel with cheir tongues confounded. 
Jove ſaw the cheat, but thought it beſt 
To turn the matter to 2 jeſt: 

Down from Olympus top he ſlides, 
Laughing as if he'd burſt his ſides : 

Ay, thought the god, are theſe your tricks ? 
Why then old plays defcrve old bricks ; 
And, fince you're ſparing of your ſtuff, 
Your building ſhall be ſmall enough. 
He ſpake, and, grudging, lent his aid: 
Th' experienc'd bricks that knew their trade, 
(As being bricks at ſecond hand,) 

Now move, and now in order ſtand 

The building, as the poet writ: 

Roſe in proportion to his wit : 

And firſt the prologue built a wall 

So wide as to encompaſs all. 

The ſcene, a wood, produc'd no more 
Than a few ſcrubby trees before. 

The plot as yet lay deep; and fo 

A cellar next was dug below: 

But this a work ſo hard was found, 
Two acts it colt him under ground. 
Two other acts we may preſume 

Were ſpent in building each à room. 
Thus far advanc'd, he made a ſhift 

To raiſe a roof with act the fifth. 
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VANBRUGH'S HOUSE. 


may the poet's palace lie ? 
Another of the Thames inquires, 
If he has ſeen its gilded ſpires > 
At length they in the rubbith ipy 
A thing reſembling a gooſe- pye. 

Thither in haſte the poets throng, 


And gaze in filent wonder long, 


Till one in raptures thus began 

To praiſe the pile and builder Van. 
Thrice happy poet ! who mayeſt trail 

Thy houſe about thee like a ſnail: 

Or, harneſs'd to a nag, at eaſe 

Take journeys in it ke a chaile ; 

Or in a boat, whenger thou wilt, 

Canit make it ſerve thee for a tilt. 

Capacious houſe ! tis own'd by all, 


Thou'rt well contriv'd, though thou art ſmall : 


For ev'ry wit in Britains iſle 
May lodge within thy ſpacious pile. 
Like Bacchus thou, as poets feign, 
Thy mother burnt, art born again, 
Born like a phoenix from the flame; 
But neither bulk nor ſhape the ſame : 
As animals of largeſt ſize 
Corrupt to maggots, worms, and flies; 
Atype of modern wit and ſtyle, 
The rubbiſh of en ancient pile. 
So chymiſts boaſt they have a pow'r 
From the dead ashes of a flow'r 
Some faint reſemblance to produce, 
But not the virtue, taſte, or juice. 
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THE HISTORY OF 


The HrisTorxy of Vanasrucn's Hos. 


Wilkins is the year 2yel. | 
mother Clud had roſe from play, 
And call'd to take the cards away, | 


__ At... 


wa 
% 
1 — 
6 4. 


Van 3 --— 

Is turn'd to architeQure : 

He d the edifice, and ſmil'd, 
Vou'l i was pretty for » child: 10 


It was fo perfect in its kind, 

He kept the model in his mind. | 
But when he found the boys at play, 

And ſaw them dabbling in their clay, 

He ftood behind a ftall to lurk, 15 

And mark the progreſs cf their work; 

With true delight obſerv'd them all 

Raking up mud to build a wall. 

Th he much admir'd and took 

The model in his table-book ; 20 

Tho himſelf now exactly l ill'd, 

And fo reſolv'd a houſe to build; | 

A real houſe, with rooms, and fairs, 

Five times at leaft as big as theirs ; ; 

Taller than Miſe's by two yards; 25 

Not a ſham thing of clay or cards. | 

And fo he did; for in a while 

He built up ſuch 2 monſtrous ile, 

That no two chairmen could be fourd 

Able to lift it from the ground. 


30 
Still 


wy 
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35 
That beſt foundations muſt be low: 40 
And now the Duke t has wiſely ta%*cn him 
To be his architect at Blenheim. 
Bur, raillery for once 
If this 
Or if hi 15 


por 


The virtues of 81D Hamwzr the Magician's rod. 1 
Written in 1712. 
HE rod was but a harmleſs wand, 


While Moſes held it in his hand ; 
But, ſoon as cer he laid it down, 


_ 'Tivas a devouring ſerpent grown, 


Our great magician Hamet Sid, $ 
Reverſes what the prophet did: 
His rod was honeſt Engliſh wood, 
That ſeniclefs in a corner ſtood, 
Till, metamorphas'd by his graſp, | 
It grew an all- ring alp ; 10 
Would 


+ The Duke of Marlborough, to whom Q. Anne gave the palace 
of Woodſtock, for his Grace's victory — French and Bavari- 
ans at Blenheim, Aug. 2, 1704. 

T The ftaff of Lord 'Treafurer Godolphin, which on the 29th 
of May, 1711, was given to Robert Harley, Earl of Oxford. H. 


78 $ID HAME x. 


Would hifs, and fting, and roll, and twiſt, 
By the mere virtue of his fiſt ; 

But when he laid it down, as quick | 
Neſum' d the figure of a ſtick. 

So to her midnight-fealt the hag | 15 


20 
25 
30 
How well a cully's purſe was lin'd ; 
To a forlcrn and broken rake. 
Stood without motion like a ftake. 
The rod of Hermes was rcnown'd 35 
Fer charms above nd under ground; 
To fleep ecu d mortal eyelids tix, 
And drive departed fouls to Styx. 
That rod was juſt a type of Sid's, 
Which ver a Britiſh ſenate's lids 40 
Could 
+ The virgula divina, or di v ini is deſcribed to be a forked 


branch of a nazci or willow, two cet and a half long, It is tobe 
held in the palms of the hands, wül the fingle end elevated about 
eighty degrees; and in this poſition is ſaid to be a. tracted by mine- 
rals and ſprings, fo as by a forcible inclination to direct where they 
are to be ound. Harvkeſ, 


allude to the union of the two ki : 
t Suppoſed to to the union — 


5 


SID HAMET. 


Could ſcatter opium full as well, 
And drive as many fouls to hell. 
Sid's rod was flender, white, and tall, 
Which oft he us'd to fiſh withal ; 
A plaice was faiten'd to the hook, 
And many ſcore of gudgeons took: 
Yet ſtill fo happy was his fate, 
He caught his fiſh, and fav'd his bait. 
Sid's brethren of the con ring tribe 
A circle with their rod deſcribe, 
Which proves a magical redoubt 
To keep miſchievous ſpirits out. 
Sid's rod was of a larger ſtride, 
And made a circle thrice as wide, 
Where tpirits throng'd with hideous din, 
And he ſtood there to take them in : 
But when th” inchanted rod was broke, 
They vaniſh'd in a ſtinking ſmoke. 
Achilles ſceptre was of wood, 
Like Sid's, but nothing near ſo good; 
That down from anceſtors divine 
Tranſmitted to the hero's line ; 


Theuce through a long deſcent of kings, 


Came an hei r-loom, as Homer fings. 
Tubugli 83; deſcription looks fo big, 
That ſceptre was a ſapleſs twig, - 
Which from the fatal day, when firſt 
It left the foreſt where *twas nuts d, 
As Homer tells us o'er and o'er, 

Nor leaf, nor fruit, nor bloſſom bore. 
Sid's ſceptre, full of juice, did ſhoot 
In golden boughs, and golden fruit; 


And he, the dragon, never ſleeping, 


Guarded each fair Heſperian pippin. 
No hobby horſe, with gorgeous top. 
The deareſt in Charles Mather's ſhop, || 


An eminent toyman in Fleet-ſtreet. 
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n -fair, 

ith this rod of Sid compare. 
Dear Sid, then why wert thou ſo mad 

To break thy rod like naughty lad ? 

You ſhould bave kifgd it in your diſtreſs, 

And then return it to your miſtreſs ; 

Or made it a Newmarket ſwitch, 

And not a rod for thy own breech. 

But, fince old Sid has broken this, 

His next may be a rod in piſs. 


6 7 dS & $6 


Oo R, 


* 


The Minis TER of STATE. 
To the Lord Treaſurer OxrorD. 


Written in the year 1712. 

4 ve read in ancient ſong, 
Was fo 

He bore the ſkies upon 


aki back, 


2 006 FEI 

| hed + 

Unloads u 2 
Or, when he can no longer ſtand, 
ay + tay + yp ages "tomy 
80 Atlas, leſt the pond'rous ſpheres 
Should fink and fall r his ears, 
Got Hercules to bear the pile, 
That he might ſit and reſt a while. 

Vet Hercules was not ſo ſtrong, 
Nor could have borne it half ſo long. 
Great fiateſmen are in this condition ; 


And Atlas is a politician, 


10 


15 


THE SALAMANDER. 3, 


The DzscrxiepTioN of a SALAMANDER. + 


Out of Prin vs Natural hiſtory, lib. 10. c. 67. and 
lib. 29, c. 4. 


Written in the year 1706. 


S maſtiff dogs in modern phraſe are 
Call'd Pompey, Scipio, and Cæſar: 
As pyes and daws are oſten ſtyl'd 
Wich Chriſtian nicknames like a child; 
As we fay Monſieur to an ape, 5 
Without offence to human 3 
So men have got from bird brute 
Names that would beſt their natures ſuic. 
The lion, eagle, ox, and boar, 
Were heroes ticles heretofore, 10 
Beftow'd as hi'rogiyphics fir 
To ſhevs their valcur, firength, or wit: 
For what is underitood by fame, 
Befides the getting of a name ? 
But, c'er ſince men invented guns, 15 
A diffrent way their fancy runs: 
To paint a hero, we enquire 


For ſomething that will conquer fire. 

E 5 Would 
{ This exceflive bitter deſ--iption of a ſalug ander, was occaſioned 
by the Duke of Ma 's giving that appellation to Lord Cutts, 


gagement with part of the French army, whoſe fire was ſo exireme- 
ly briſk, and fo inceſſantly poured in upon the Eaylith forces, that 
it was ſoppeſed nothing but 2 ſe/amander could have lived in the 
midſt of it, Szwift. 


$2 THE SALAMANDER. 


Would you deſcribe Turenne + or Trump ? 1 

Think of a bucket or a pump. 20 
Are theſe too low ?—then find out grander, 
Call my Lord Cutts a ſalamander. || 

"Tis well ;—but fince we live among 
Detractors with an evil tongue. 


Who may object againſt the term, 25 


And PII te judg d by ſtanders-by. 
Firſt, then, * — has deſinꝰd 
This reptile of rpent kind, 
With gaudy coat, and ſhining train; 4 
But loathſome ſpots his body ſtain : 
Out from ſome obſcure he flies, 
When rains deſcend, and tempeſts riſe, 
Till the fun clears the air; and then 35 
Crawls back neglected to his den. 
So, when the war has rais'd a ſtorm, 
Pve ſcen a ſnake in human form, 
All ſtain'd with infamy and vice, 
Leap from the dunghill in a trice, 40 
Burniſh, and make a gaudy ſhow, 
Become a gen'ral, peer, and beau, 
Till peace hath made the ſky ſcrene ; 


Iden ſhrink into its hole again. 
All this we gran:!—why then lock yender, 45 
Sure that mull be a ſalamander ! Farther 


+ The famous MMareſchal Tur:nn:, General of the French forcce, 
vid to have been the greateſt commander of the age, H. 

ft Van Trump, Admiral of the States Gereral in the laſt war 
with England, eminent for his courage and his victories. II. 

{| Lord Cutts. Silamanger was a name given him by his flatter- 
ers, upon his having ſurvi ved an engagement in which he ttood 
an inceſſant fire for many hours. He is ſaid frequently to have la- 
mented himſelf in theſe terms: © Gd d—n my bl——d, I'm 
„ the moſt unlucky dog upon earth; fur I never engaged an ene 
66 — being wounded, nor a whore without being p—x d. 
Haw 


25 


THE ELEPHANT. 


very 
Beſides, it ſpues a filthy froth 
(Whether true rage, or luſt, or both) 
Of matter purulent and white, 
Which happening on the ſkin to light, 
Spreads leproſ s round. 
$o have I 4 A — beau, 
and claps grown as ſnow, 
81 brea h or touch, where-e' er he came, 
Blew out love's torch, or chill'd the flame: 
And ſhould ſome ny mph who ne'er was cruel, 
Like Charleton cheap, or fam'd Du-Ruel, 
Receive the filth which he ejects, 
She ſoon would find the ſame effects 
Her tainted carcaſe to purſue, 
As trom the ſa/amander”s ſpue; 
A diſmal ſhedding of her lacks, 
And, if no leproſy, a pox. 


Then PI appeal to each by-ſtander, 
If this be not a /alumander ? 


© The BLEPHANTS;,. 


Or, The PA RLIIAuENYT- Max. 


Written many years ſince. 
Taken from Cox x V- Inftitutes. 


ls; bribes convince you whom to chuſe, 
The precepts of Lord Coke peruſe. 
Obſerve an elephant, ſays he, 

Aud let like him your member be; 


55 


Firſt 


r TT AT EE CL 


Are more like elephants of ſhews 
memory and ſenſe 


elephants fo fam 
Is not with England to be nam'd: 
Their clephatts by men are fold ; 


AnELEGY on the ſuppoſed death of Paa TAD, | 
| the almanack-maker. + 


E LL ; tis as Bickerſlaff has 
Though we all took it for a jett : 


1 See an account cf his death, which Partridge averred to be | 
faile, and Eickeritaff defended as truc, vol. 4. p. 315. 18. | 


AN ELEGY ON PARTRIDGE. 


dead he 
Ere he — 5 


e As if there had been no ſuch matter. 
Some wits have wonder d what analogy 


| ——_ 

1 A lift the cobler's temples ties, 

N To keep the bair out of his eyes ; 
From wh--nce tis plain, the diadem 


1 


r ; 
Which plainly hews the near alliance 
"| wirt cobling and the 
Befides, that flow-pac'd ien Bootes 
As tis miſcall'd, we know nut who tis: 

| But Paruidge = a; 
ö He knew his trade, and calFd it f boots, 
The horned moon, which heretofore 

Upon their ſhoes the Romans wore, 

Whoſe widcnels kept their toes from corns, 
| And whence we claim our fbreing horns, 


| + Partridge was a cobler See his alm anack. 
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$6 AN ELEGY ON PARTRIDGE. 


Shews how the art of cob/ing bears 
A near reſemblance to the ſpheres. 40 | 


A ſcrap of parchment hung — 


A great | 
45 | 
50 
8 — 55 
0 upon a twinkling ſtar. 
— he could confound the /phere: 
And ſet the planets by the ears; | 
To ſhew his fill, he Mars could join | 
To Venus in 4a/pe# malign ; | 60 
f tor aid, 
65 
70 
Triumphant ftar ! ſome pity ſhow | d 
On co#lers militant below, | 
Torment by piſſing out their lights, | 


AN ELEGY ON PARTRIDGE. 


Or through a chink convey their ſmoke 

Inclos' d artificer: to choke. 
Thou, high exalted in 4 -wyg 

Mayſt follow ſtill thy calling i 2 

To thee the Null will lend his hide, 

dry d: 


y 
Her braided hair to make thee end-: 
The point of Sayittarius' dart 
Turns to an aw! by heavnly art; 
And Vulcan, wheedled by his wife, 
Will forge for thee a paring- hnife. 
For want of room by Virgo's fide, 
She'll train a point, and fic 5 aftride, 
To take thee kindly in between ; 
And then the gut will be thirteen. 


The EPITAPH. 


Eve, fice foot deep, lies on his back 
A cobler, ſtarmonger, and quack; 

Who to the ſtars in pure good will 

Dies to his beft hook npmard ftill. 

Weep, all you cuſtomers that uſe 

Hi; pills, 2 almanacks, ar ſhoes : 

And you that did your fortune; ſeek, 

Step to his grave but once a week : 

This earth, which bears his body's print, 

Voull find has ſo much virtze im t, 

That I durſt pazon my ear: till tell 

bat er concerns you full as well, 

Ir phy ic, ſtolen goods, or love, 

As he himſelf could, when alete. 


Tibi brachia contrahet ingens 


Scorpius, Cc. 


* VERSE? 


L 88 J 
nnen 
LNror's New Miſcellany. + 


rn 
Oy - pn but ſo fo ; 
Some Plantin * to the reſt prefer 


I, for 
His c 
Like hi 
They 
But 10 
Author 
phens 
Which ſome 
15 
20 
25 
30 
992 


$3 Fhe Oufend and Cumdeidge mite „ Ivo. 
Printers famous for having publiſhed fine editions of the Bible. 
and of the Greek and Roman claſſics, 
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* To Mr. Jon x Moors, 


Aur non of the celebrated Won u-PoWD ER. f 


Firſt from a worm they 
And in a worm decay. 


The flatterer an carwig grows ; 
Thus worms ſuit all conditions; 

Miſers are muck-worms, filk-worms beaus, 
And death- watches phy ficians. 


That ſtateſmen have the worm, is ſeen 
By all their winding play ; 

Their conſcience is a worm within, 
That gnaws them night and day. 


This poem was wrote by Mr. Pope. 
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go VERSES OCCASIONED BY AN &-. 


W e 

greater gain would 

If thou couldſt make the courtier void * 
The worm that never dies ! 


O! learned friend of Abchurch-lane, 
Who ſett'ſt our intrails free! 

Vain is thy art, thy powder vain, 33 
Since worms ſha!l eat ev'n thee. 


Our fate thou only canſt adjourn 
Some few ſhort years, no more ! 
Ev*'n Button's wits f to worms ſhall turn, 
Who maggots were before. 


40 


Vas zs occaſioned by an Fc. at the end of Mr, 
D'Uzzy's name in the title to one of his plays. + 


Ove call'd before him t other day 
1 U. O, I, E, A; 
dipthongs, and all conjonants, 
Zither of Englard, or of France; 
And all that were, or wſh'd to be, 5 
Rank'd in the name of Tom D'Urfy. 
Fierce is this cauſe 3 the /etters ſpoke all, 
Liquids grew rough, and mates turn'd vocal. 
Thoſe four proud fyllables alone 
Were ſilent, which by fate's degree 10 
Chim'd in ſo imoothly, one by one, 
To the ſweet name of Tom Yig. 
NM, by whom names ſubſiſt, declar d, 
To have no place in this was hard; 


And 2 maintain'd *twas but his due I5 
Still to company with U; _. 
2 


| 2 Button's coffechoule, in Covent-Garden, frequentes by the 


wits of that time. 


+ This accident happened by Mr. D'Urfy's having made a flou- 
zIKh there, which the printer miſtook for an Sc. 


* 
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VERSES OCCASIONED BY AN &:. 90 


So hop'd to ſtand no leſs than he 
0 In the great name of Tan D'Urfy. 
E ſhew'd, a comme ne er could claim 
A place in any Britiſh name; 20 
Yet, making here a perfe@ botch, 
Thruſts your poor vowel from his notch ; 
Hiatus mi valde deflendus ! 
9 From which, good Jupiter, defend us ! 
| Sooner I'd quit my part in thee, 25 
Than be no part in Tow D'Urf. 
1 * puff d, and ſwore, 
d not be ſerv'd fo like a beaſt ; 
He was a piece of emperor, 
And m:de up half a pope at leaſt. 
C vow'd, he'd frankly have releas'd 
His double ſhare in Cziar Caius 
For only one in Tom Durfcius. 
J conſonant and vowel too, 
| To Jupiter did humbly ſuc, 35 


* 


That of his grace he would proclaĩm 
Durfeins his trac Latir name: 
For though without them both twas clear 

3 Himſelf could neꝰer be Jupiter ; 
Yet they'd refign that poſt fo high 40 
To be the geniu»c, Durfzi, 
B and L ſware b—— and w——; 
X and Z cry'd, p——x and 2z——; 

to _ C@C ſwore by G- d, it neer ſhould be; 

| And I would not loſe, not he, 

An Engliſh /etter”s property 
In the great name of Tom 
In ſhort, the reſt were all in fray, 

1 From Chriſt-croſi to et cetera. | 

They, though but ſtanders-by, too mutter'd ; 


45 


S 


T—Tom—a—a;——De—DUr—f—fy. 


| Diphthongs and triphthongs and flutter'd; 
That none had ſo much right to be 
the Part of the nome of ſtuttering T—— 
Then 


gz VERES OCCASIONED BY AN Ee. 


Then Jove thus ſpake : With care and 
Welden this name, renown'd in rhyme: 


Rather than letters longer be, 
Unleſs i th* name of Tom D'Urfy. 

Were you all pleas'd, yet what, I pray, 
To foreign letters could I fay ? 65 
What if the Hebrew next ſhould aim 


To turn quite backward s name? 
Should the Greek quarrel too, by Styx, I 
Could never bring in E, and ; 
Omicroz and Omega from us 

Would each hope to be O in Thomas ; 
And all th' ambitious vowels vie, 

No lefs than Py thagoric 7, 

To have a place in Tom . 
Then, well-belov'd and letters ! 
Cons'nants, and vowels much their betters, 

We, willing to repair this breach, 

And, all that in us lies, pleaſe cach, 

Et cet ra to our aid mult call; 

Et cætru repreſents ye all: 80 
Et cara therefore, we decree, c 


Www V0 


Hence forth for ever join'd ſhall be 
To the great name of Tom D'Uryy. 


* Protocut deſign'd for Mr. D'Unzery's laſt play. | 


Rown old in rhyme, twere barbarous to diſcard 
Your preſevering, u: <xhauited bard : 5 
Damnation 


® A poet, who uſed to make verſes ending with the laſt ſyllables 
of the names of thoſe perſons he praiſed 3 which Voiture turned 
againſt him in a poern of the ſame kind. 


PROLOGUE TO THE THREE HOURS, Sr. 93 
Damnation follows death in other men, | 
But your damn'd poet lives, and writes again. 

Th' advent rous lover is ſucceſsful ſtil], 5 
Who ftrives to pleaſe the 2 

Be kind, and make him in his withes eaſy, 

Who in your own deſpite has ſtrove to pleaſe ye. 

He ſcoru d to borrow from the wits of yore, 

But ever writ, as none e er writ before. 10 
You modern wits, ſhould each man bring his claim, 
Have deſperate debentures on your fame : 

And little would be left you, Pm afraid, 
e 

From his our author largely draws, 1 
Nar fnks his e lower than it wa, 5 
Though nour in time he made, 

Ego if men hacker he th 
Believe him, he has known the world too long, 

And ſeen the death of much immortal fong. 20 
He ſays, poor poets loſt, while players won, 

As pimps grow rich, while gallants are undone. 
Though Tom the poet writ with caſe and pleature, 
The comic Tom abounds in other treaſure. 

Fame is at beſt an unperforming cheat ; 25 
Lot cath, (HAR rage ode 

Let caſe, his req be your giving, 

Nor force him to be damn'd to get his living. 


* PROLOGUE to the three hours after Marriage. 


Uthors are judz'd by ftrange capricious rules 
The grea one are thought mad, th mall one 


Yet ſure the beſt are moſt fated ; 

For fools are only laugh'd at, wits are hated. 

Blockhcads with reaſon men of ſenſe abhor ; 5 

But fool *gainſt fool is bar brous civil war. | 
Why 


„ PROLOGUE TO THE THREE, . 


Why on all authors then ſhould critics fall ? 

Since tome have writ, and ſhewn no wit at all. 
Condemn a play of theirs, and they evade it ; 

Cry. Damn not us, but dams the French who made 


It. 10 
running goods theſe graceleſs owlers gain ; 
— the rules of France, the plots of Spain: 
But wit, like wine, from happier climates 
Daſh'd by the ſe rogues, turns Engliſh common 
They pall M-liere's and Lopez {prightly ſtrain, 
And tcach dull Harlequins to grin in vain. 
How ſhall our auchor hope a gentler fate 
Who dares molt impuden ly not tranſlate ! 
It had been civil in theſe tic kliſh times 
To fetch his fools and knaves from foreign climes. 20 
Spaniards and r rench abuſe to the world's end, 
But fpare ola England, leſt you hurt a friend. 
If any tool 1+ by our tate bit, 
Let him hiſs loud, to ſhow voi ill he's hit. 
Poets make characters. as lin cooaths ; 25 
We take no mealure our ih- and beaus; 
But here all fizes and ai! tapes you meet, 
And fit yourſ Ives, like ches in Monmouth-ftrect. 
Gailants ! look here: this fecit cap * has an air 
Goodly and ſmart, wilt. cars oi Ifachar. 30 
Let no one fool ingroſs i, or contin, 5 
A common bleiling ! now edis yours, now mine. 
But poets in all ages had :h: care 
To keep this cap, for fuch ss will, to wear. 
Our author has it now, {or ev rv wit 


15 


Of courſe refign's it to itt. next that writ ;) * 

And thus upon the ſtage s tairiy thrown ; | 

Let him that takes it, wear it as his wn. | 5s 
*SANDYSS 


® Shews a cap with ears. | Filings down the cap, and exit. 
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*SANDYSS GHOST: 
OR, 


A proper new Baitap on the new Ovip's Mar- 
MOR rnos 18, as it was intended to be tranſlated by 


perſons of quality. 


Lords and Commons, men of wit 
And pleaſure about town, 
Read this, ere you tranſlate one bit 

Of books of high renown. 


Beware of Latin authors all ! 5 
Nor think your verſes Sterling, 

Though with a golden pen you ſcrawl, 
And ſcribble in a berlin: - 

For not the deſk with filver nails, 
Nor bureau of expence, 

Nor ſtandiſh well japan'd, avails 
To writing of good ſenſe. 


Hear how a ghoſt in dead of night, 
With ſaucer eyes of fire, 

In wotul wiſe did fore affright 15 
A wit and courtly *ſquire. 


Rare imp of Phoebus, hopeful youth! 
Like puppy tame, that uſes 
To fetch and carry in his mouth 
The works of all the muſes: 20 
Ah! why did he write poetry, 
That hereto was fo civil; 
And ſell his ſoul for vanity 
To rhyming and the devil ? | 
A deſk he had of curious work, 25 
With glittering ſtuds about, 


Within 


96 SANDY'S GHOST. 


Within the ſame did Sandys lurk, 
Though Ovid lay without. 
Now, as he ſcratch'd to fetch up thought, 
Forth d the forite ſo thin, 30 
And from the key - hole bolted out 
All upright as a pin. 
And ruff compos'd moſt duly, | 
This *ſquire he dr. 


L 


- ſcare ye ; | 
| Forſooth, if rhymes fall not in right, 
To Budgel ſeek, or Carey. 40 


Then lords and _— = iy. 45 | 


What Fenton will not do, nor Gay, 
Nor Congreve, Rowe, nor Stanyan, 50 6 
Tom Burnet or Tom D'Urfy may, 
John Dunton, Steele, or any one. 
If Jaſtice Philip? coflive bead | 
frigid rhymes diſburſes ; 
They ſhall like Perfian Tales be read, 55 
And glad both babes and nurſes. 


Let Warwick's mule with Aft join, 
And OzePs with Lord Hervey's, 
Tickell and Addiſon combine, 
And Pope tranſlate with Jervis. 


V 
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I pray where can the hurt lie : 
Since you have brains as well as men, 
As witneſs Lady Wortley. 


Now, Tonſon, liſt thy forces all, 


Review them, and tell noſes : 70 


A ſtrange metamorphoſis ; 
A netamarphoſis more ſtrange 
Than ut 25 books can vapour 
* To what” (quoth 'iquire) © ſhall Ovid change ?” 75 
Quoth Sandys, Te waſte paper. 


* WW WEHERA 


Loſe to the beſt known author Umbra fits, 
'$ The conſtant index to all Button's wits. 
Wii's here ? eries Umbra: only Johnſon-—-- Oh ! 
Yoar fade, and exit ; but returns with Rowe: 
Dear Nee, let"; fit and talk of tragedies : 5 
Ere long Pope cxrers, and to Pope he flies. 
Ihen up comes Steele: he turns upon his Ercl, 
And in a moment faſtens upon Steele; 
But cries as ſoon, Dear Dick, I muſt be gene; 


Fer if I trete his tread, here's Addijon. 10 


Says Addiſon to Steele, Tis time to go: 
Pope to the cloſet ſteps aſide with Rowe. 
Poor Umbra, left in this abandon'd pickle, 
E'en fits him down, and writes to honeſt Ticke!). 
Fool ! *tis in vain from wit to wit to roam; 15 
Know, ſenſe, like charity, brgins at bore. 
Yor, VL F DUKE 


— 


/ 
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DU K E vrox DUKE. 


An excellent EW BaLLad. 
To the Tune of Chevy-Chace. 


' lordings proud I tune my lay, 


Who feaſt in bow'r or hall: 
Though Dukes they be, to Dukes I ſay, 
That pride will have a fall. 


Now, that this ſame it is _ ſooth, 
Full plainly doth a 

From 4— beſel John e of Guiſe, 
And Nic. of Lancaſtere. 


When Richard Cœur-de-Lion reign'd, 
(Which means a lion's heart,) 

Like him his barons rag'd and roar'd ; 
Each play'd a lion's part. 


A word and blow was then enough : 
Such honour did them prick ; 

It you but turn'd your check, a cuff; 
And if your a—ſe, a kick. 


Look in their face, t they tweak'd your noſe, 
At every turn ſell tot ; 

Come near, they trod upon your toes ; 
They fought from head to foor. 


Of theſe the Duke of Lancaſtere 
Stood paramount in pride ; 

He kick'd, and cuff d, and tweak'd, and trod 
His foes, and friends beſide. 


Firm on his front bis beaver fate ; 
So broad, it hid his chin ; 


For hy? he deem'd no man his mate, 


And tear'd to tan his ſkin. 


10 
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With 


DUKE UPON DUEE. 


With Spaniſh wool he dy'd his cheek, 
With efſence oil'd his hair; 

No vixen civet-cat fo ſweet, 
Nor could fo ſcratch and tear. 


Right tall he made himſelf to ſhow, 
Though made full ſhort by God ; 

And when all other Dukes did bow, 
This Duke did only nod. 


Yet courteons, blithe, and debonnair 
To Guiſe's Duke was he : 

Was ever ſuch a loving pair ? 
How could they diſagree ? 

Oh, thus it was : He lov'd him dear, 
And cait how to requite him; 


And having no friend left but this, 
He deem'd it meet to fight him. 


Forthwith he drench'd his deſp'rate qu 
And thus he did indite: 

This eve at whiſk ourſelf will play, 
Sir Duke ! be here to- night.“ 


Ah no! at no ! the guilelef Guile 
Demarely did reply ; 

I cannot go, nor yet can it 
$2 ſore the gout have I. 


The Duke in wrath call'd for his ſtzeds, 
And fiercely drove them on ; 

Lord! Lord! how rattled then thy ftones, 
0 kingly Kenſington ! 


All in a trice he ruſh'd on Guile, 
Thruſt out his lady dear; 

He tweak'd his noſe, trod on his toes, 
And ſmote him on the ear. 


But mark, how midſt of victory 
Fate plays her old dog trick ! 
F 2 
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100 DUKE UPON DUKE. 


Up leap'd Duke John, and knock'd him down, 


And ſ down fell Duke Nic. 


Alas, oh Nic. ! oh Nic. alas ! 
Right did thy gothp call thee : 
As who ſhould fay, Alas the day 
When John of Guiſe ſhall maul thee ! 


For on thee did he clap his chair, 
And on that chair did fit ; 

And lock'd, as if he meant therein, 
To do—— what was not fit. 


Up didſt thou look, oh woeful! Duke! 
Thy mouth yet durſt not ope, 

Certes for fear of finding the re 
At-, initead cf trope. 


Lie there, thou caitiff vile! quoth Guile ; 
„No. feet is here to ave thee : 

© The calemert it i* ſhut likewiſe; 
&« Beneath my tect J have hee. 


If thou haſt aught to ſpeak, ſpeak out.“ 
Then Lancaſtere did cry, 

„ Kncw'ſt thou not me, ror yet thvſclf ? 
„Wh thor, and who am | ? 


* Enovft they not me, who {God te prais'd 


* Have brau Fu and quarreFd more, 
* Thar, all the lire of Lanecaſtere, 
That ba:ticd terctofore ? 


% Ia ſenues f2m's for many a fpeec::, 
And {what iome awe mult give ve, 

% 'I rough leid chus iow bensstù thy breecb,) 
* Stel of c council privy z 

& Still of ite avony chancellar ; 
„% D::rante We l kave it ; 

„And tuin, as now thou dcſ on me, 

Mine c on them that gave it.“ 


82 


ce 


Bu: 


DUKE UPON DUEE. 101 


But now the ſervants they ruſh'd in; 
And Duke Nic. up leap'd be: 
I will not cope againi ſuch odds, 
| But, Guiſe ! PII fight with thee : 100 


To-morrow with thee will I fight 
Under the green-wood tree; 
% No, not to-morrow ; but to-night 
„ (Quoth Guile) PII fight with thee,” 


Ard now the ſun declining low | | 105 
Beſtreak'd with blood the fries ; 
When, with his ſword at ſaddle- bow, 
| Rode forth the valiant Guiſe. 


| Full gently pranc'd he ver the lawn ; 
Oit roll' his eyes around, 116 
And from the ſtirrup ſtretch'd to find 
Who was not to be found. 


Long brandiſh'd he the blade in air, 
Long look'd the field all o'er: 
| Ar length he ſpy'd the merry-men brown, 15 
And eke tha coach and tour. 


| From out the boot bold Nicolas 
| Did wave his wand ſa white, 


A: pointing out the gloomy glade 
Wherein he meant to fight. 129 


All in that dreadful hour fo calm 
Was Lancaftere to ſee, 

As it he meant to take the air, 
Or only take a fee. 


And (+ he did—for to New. Court 


125 
His rowling wheels did run: 
Not that he ſhunn'd the doubtful ſtrife; 
Ba: daααν mult be done. 
: Bech in the dark by Brompton park, 
) II. torn'4 up through the Guie , 130 
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102 FRAGMENT OF A SATIRE. 
So lun k to Camblden honſe fo high, 


All in bis coach ard four. 


Mean while Duke Guiie did fret and fume, 
A fight | it was & ſce, 

Benumb'd beneath che evening · dew 135 
Under the reed tree. 


Then, wet arg weary, home he far'd, 
Sore mutt'ring all the way, 
* The day 1 meet kim, Nic. ſhall rue 
* The cucycl of that day. 140 


Mean time cn every piſut g· poſt 
* Vaſe we this recrcart's nume, 

So that each piller- by fall read 
And pilz againlt the fame.” 


Now God preſe ve out gracicus King, 145 
And grant, hi: nchles all 
May learn this leſſen item Duke Nic. 


That price coill 1 Satt 27 ll. 


Fragment of a SATIRE. 


F meagre udo das his venal quill, 
| wii the man a dirner, and fir fill : 
It dreadful Denni reves in furious fret, 
Pil anſwer Dennis when I am in debt. 
"Tis hunger, aud not milice, nu kes them print; G 
ard bin wr 7% war wich du or the mint ? 
Saould fore mire ſober critics come abroad, 
If wren T f tmi;c ; right, I kits the rod. 
Faine, redn, hudy, arc their juſt pretence; 
Ard all they want is ſpitit, taſte, and ſenſe. 10 
Commu and git they ſet exactly right; 
And! Were a lin :0 rob them of their mite : 
Yer nc'er one ſhrig of laurel grac'd thoſe ribalds, 
From iJaihins Ben: ley down to pidling Tibalds, 
Who 


® .Tk.s and tte four foll-wirg poems were written by Mr. Pope. 


— 


FRAGMENT OF A SATIRE. 103 


Who thinks he reads, when he but ſcant and put 15 
A word catcher, that lives on ſyllables. 

Yet ev'n this creature may ſome notice claim, 

Wrapt round and fanftify'd with Shakeſpear's name. 
Pretty ! in amber to obſerve the forms 


Of hairs, or ftraws, or dirt, or grube, or worms! 20 


The thiag, we know, is neither rich nor rare ; 
And wonder how the devil it got there. 
Are others angry? I excuſe them too: 
Well may they rage; | give them but their due. 
Each man's true merit *tis not hard to find ; 25 
But each man's ſecret ſtandard is his mind, 
That ca ſting- weight pcide adds to emptineſs, 
This who can gretify ? for who can gas? 
The wretch || whom pilter'd paſtorals renowe, 
Who turns à Perſi in tale for half a crown, 30 
Juſt writes to make his barrenneſs appear, 
And ftrains from hard bound brains fix lines a year; 
In ſenſe ſtill wanting, though he lives on theft, 
Steals much, ſpends little, yet has nothing left; 
t J»hnion, who now to ſenſe, now nonſente leaning, 35 
Means not, but blunders round about a meaning: 
And he whole ſuſtian's fo ſublimely bad, 
T It is not poetry, but proſe run man: 
Should modeſt ſatire bid all theſe tranſate, 
And own that nine ſuch poets make a Tate; 40 


. How would they fume, and ftamp, and roar, and chaſe! 


How would they fwear not Congreve's ſelf was ſafe ! 

Peace to all ſuch ? but were there one whole fires 
Apollo kindled, and fair fame infpires ; 
Ble{s'd with each talent and each art to pleaſe, 45 
And born to write, converſe, and live with eaſe : 
Should ſuch a man, too fond to rule alone, 
Bzar, like the Turk, no brother near the throne ; 

View 


— 


[ Philips. + Author of the Victim, and Cobler of Prefien. - 


t Verte of Dr. Ev. 
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View him with ſcornful, yet with fearful eyes, 
And hate for arts that caus d himſelf to riſe ; 
Damn with faint praiſe, aſſent with civil leer, 
And without ſneering teach the reſt to ſneer ; 
Willing to wound, ard yet afraid to ſtrike, 
Juſt hint a fault, and heſitate diſlike ; 

Alike reſerv'd to blame, or to commend, 

A tim'rous foe, and a 1 — triend; 
Dreading ev'n fools, by flatterers beſieg d, 
And fo obliging that he n&er oblig'd ; 

Who, if two wits on rival themes conte ſt, 
Approves of each, but likes the worlt the beſt ; 
Like Cato, gives his {tl ſenate laws, 

And fits attentive to his own applaule ; 

While wits and templars ev'ry ſentence raiſe, 
And wonder with a fooliſh face of praiſe— 
What pity, heav'n ! if ſuch a man there be ? 
Who would not weep, it Addiſon were he! 


ACER 


Hen ſimpie Macer, now of high renown, 
Firlt tought a poet's fortune in the town ; 

"F' was all 1” amoition his great foul could fec], 
To wear red ſtockinge, and to dine with Steele, 
Some ends of verſe his betters might af.rd, 
And gave the harmleis fellow a gocd word. 
Ser up with theſe, he ventur'd on the town, 
And una borrow'd play outiid poor Ciown, 
There he ſlopꝑt ſhore, nor face nas writ a title, 
But bas the vit to wake the molt of little; 
Lik2 ſtunted hide bound trees, that jull have got 
Suficient lap at once to bear and rot. 


I Nov he begs veiſe, ard what he gets commends, 


Not of the Wiiz his furs, but focls his lniends. 


55 


10 
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SYLVIA; AFRAGMENT. io; 


So ſome coarſe country-wench, almoſt decay d, 15 
Trudges to town, and firſt turns_chambermaid : 
Awkward, and ſupple each devoir to pay, 

She flatters her good lady twice a-day ; 

Thought wondrous honeſt, though of mean degree, 
And Rrangely lik'd for her fmplicity - 20 
In a tranſlated ſuit then tries the town, 

With borrow'd pins, and patches not her on; 

But juſt endm'd the winter ſhe began, 
And in four months a batter'd harridan. 

Now nothing's left, but wither'd, pale, and ſhrunk, 2; 
To bawg for others, and go ſhares with punk, 


*SYLVIA; a Faacuexy, 


Ylvia my heart in wond'rous wife alarm'd 
As'd without ſenſe, and without beauty charm'd: 

But jome odd graces and fine fligh s ſhe had, 
Was juſt not ugly, and wasjuit got mad: | 
Her tongue ſtill run on credit from her eyes, 8 
Mare pert than witty, more a wit than wile : 
(Good-nature, ſhe declar'd it, was her ſcorn, 
Though 'twas by that alone the could be born: 
Atfronziag all, yet fond of a good name; 
A fool to plzature, yet a flave to fame: 10 
Mow coy, and ſtudious in no point to fall, 
Now all agog for D-——y at a ball: 
Nw dæep in Tay ſor, and the 4 of martyr;, 
Now drinkiag citron with his Grace and Chartres. 

Mea, fame to buygnets, ſome to pleature take; is 
But ev'ry woman's in her foul a rake. 
Frail, fev"rith ſex ! their fit now chills, now burns: 
Atheiſm and ſuperſtition rule by turns ; 
And the mere Heathen in her carnal part 
Iz ſtill a ſad good Chriſtian at her heart. 29 


A. 


F ; * ARTEMISTA 


D 


"Twere well, if 
And wear a cleaner ſmock. 


Haughty and huge a: High. Dutch bride, 
Such naſtineſs and ſo much pri 
Fate: 
On her large ſquab you find her ſpread, 


*ARTEMISIA. 


Are oddly j 


in'd 


[ 
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Like a fat corpſe upon a bed, 


That lies and links in fate. 


She wears no colours (ſign of grace) 
On any part, except her face; 

All White and black beſide: 
Dauntleſs her look, her gefture proud, 


Her voice thearrically loud, 


A 


hit plies the tongue, and wags the tail, 
All Rutter, pride, and talk. 


ajefticaily ſtalk 
A ſtate! y, worthlefs deat, 


i > is i 5s © 


Hryne h d talents for mankind : 


Open ſhe was, and unconfin'd, 
Like ſume free pait of trade: 


And maſculine her ſtride. 


So have I ſeen, in black and white, 
ing thing, a magpye hight, 


] 


le, and Locke : 
methinks, ſhe fails ; 
would pare her nails, 


10 


15 
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Merchants unloaded here their freight, 
And agents from each foreign ſtate 
Here firſt their entry mace. 
Her learning and breeding ſuch, 
Whether th' p__ the Dutch, 
Spaniard or French came to her ; 
To all obliging ſhe'd appear ; 10 
"Twas Si Signior, twas Tam 
Twas Lil vous plait, Monfeenr. 
Obſcure by birth, renown'd by crimes, 
Still changing names, religion, climes, 
At length ſhe turns a bride : 28 
In di' monds, pearls, and rich brocades, 
She ſhines the firſt of batter'd jades, 
And flutters in her pride. 


So have I known thoſe inſects fair, 

Which curious Germans hold fo rare, 20 
Still vary ſhapes and dyes; 

Still gain new titles with new forms: _ 

Firlt grubs obſcene, then wriggling worms, 
Then painted butterflies. 


* 


On Mrs. BI DDYV FLOYD: 1 
O R, 
Tue Reccipt to form a Beauty. | 


Written in the year 1707. 

V Hen Cupid did his grandſire Jove intreat 

To torm ſome beauty by a neè receipt, 
Jore ſent, and found far in a country-icene | 
Truth, innocenee, good. nature, look ſerene : 
From which ingredients firſt the dextrous boy G 
Pick'd the demure, the awkward, and the coy. 

The 

+ This poem is allowed by all perſons of taſte and judgmeny, t 


be ſuch a maſter piece in its kind, that it muſt abide tat teſt of all - | 


103 APOLLO OUTWITTED. 


The graces fiom the court did next provide 

Brecding, and wit, and air, and decent price: 

Theſe Venus gicans from ev'ry ſpurious grain 

Of nice coquet, affected, pert, and vain. 10 
FJove mix'd up all, and his bet clay employ d; 

Then call'd the happy cumpolition Floyd. 


APOLLO OUTWITTED. 


To the Fonouriable Mrs. Fincn, afterwards Counteſs 
of W:;NCHELEEA, under her name of AaDELIA. 


— in the year 1707. 


Hot us, now ſhorVning ev'y ſhade, 
Up to the northern tropic came, 
And thence beheld a lovely maid, 
Attending on a royal dame, 


The goil laid down his feeble rays, 
Then lighted from his glitt'ring coach; 

Bat fenc'd his head with his own bays, 

Before he durſt the nymph aprrach. 


Under thoſe fecred leaves, ſecure 
From common ligh:3ing of the ſkies, 10 
He toncly thought he might endure | 
The flaſhes of Ardelia's eyes. 


The nymph, who oft had read in books 
Of that bright god whom bards invoke, 

Soon kneiv Apollo by his looks, | 15 
And gueſo d his bus neſs ere he ſpoke. 


3 


He in the ola ccleflial cant 
Confef>'4 his flame, and tiwore by Styx 
Whate'er the would defre to gran: 
But virie Arädclia knew lis tre ks. 20 


Ovid 


3 


| 


APOLLO OUTWITTED. ng * 


Ovid had warn'd her to beware 
Cf ftrolling gods, whole uſual trade is, 
' Under pretence (f taking air, 
To pick up ſublunary ladies. 


Haowe'er, ſh: gave no flat denial, | 25 
As having malice in her heart ; 
And was retolv'd, upon a trial, 


To cheat the god in his own art. 


Hear my requeſt, che virgin ſaid ; | 
Let which I pleaſe of all the Nine 30 
Attend whene'er I want their aid, 5 

| Obey my call, and only mine. 


By vow oblig'd, by paſſion led, 
The god could not refuſe her pray'r : 

He war d his wreath thrice o'er her head, 35 
Thrice mutter d ſomething to the air. 


And now he thought to ſeize his due: 
But ſbe the charm already try'd: 
Thalia heard the call, and flew 
To wait at b:ight Ardclia's de. 49 
On ſ zht of th's celeſtial prude, 
| Apullo thought it vain to tay ; 
Nor in her prefence durit be rude ; 
But made his leg and went away. 


H: hop'd to find ſome lucky hour, 45 
| When on the Queen the muſes wait: 


— 


But Pallas owns Ardelia's pow'r ; 
For vous divine are kept by fate. 


Then, full of rage, Apollo ſpoke: 

Peceit'v] nymph, I ice thy art; 50 
And, thougu I can't my gilt revoke, 

Pl! diſappoint its nobler part. 


Let ſtub born pride poſſeſs thee long, 
And be thou negligent of fame; Wich 


N 
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With ev'ry muſe to grace thy ſong, 55 
May'ſ thou deſpiſe a poet's name. 


Of modeſt poets be thou firſt ; 
To filent ſhades repeat thy verſe, 


And laſt, my vengeance. to complete, 
May you deſcend to take renown, 


on by the thing you hate, 
A Whiz, t and one that wears a gown. 


JJ VE WE Ip on Pp 
To Lady WixcnELSIA. 


Occafioned by four fatirical verſes on women wit: in 


The Rape of the Lack. 


vain you boaſt poetic names of yore, 
And cite thoſe Sapphos we admire no more : 

Fate doom'd the fall of ev'ry female wit; 
But doom'd it then, when firſt Ardelia writ. f 
Of all examples by the world confeſt, 5 
I knew Ardelia could not quot. the beſt; 
Who, like her miſtreſs on Britannia”; throne, 
Fights and ſubdues in quarrels not! n. 
To wrice their praiſe you but in van cHay; 
Ewa wuile yen ne, you take that praiſe away: 10 
Light to the ff.. : ſun does thus reſtore, | 
But ſhines himici till racy are ſcen no more. 


„„ 4 i 


Biſtop by ais neighbours bated, 
Hey: caute to with himſelf trat ilated: But 


+ To unv-:lland what the Dot mean ech by a Whigin this paſ- 
ſage, conſult vol. J- P. 231. L 27. &. 
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STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY. 111 


STELILAS BIIXTRH-DAx, 1718. 


TELLA this day is thirty- four, 

(We ſha'nt diſpute a year or more: 
However, Stella, be not troubled ; 
Although thy fize and years are doubled, 
Since firſt I ſaw thee at fixteen, 8 
The brighteſt virgin on the green, 

So little is thy form declin'd ; 

Made up ſo largely in thy mind. 

Oh, would it p the gods to ſplit 
Thy beauty, fize, and years, and wit! 
No age could turniſh out a pair 
Of nymphs ſo graceful, wiſe, and fair ; 
With half the luſtre of your eyes, 


Wick half your wit, your years, and fize. 


And then, before it grew too late, 15 
How ſhould I beg of gentle fate, | 
(That either nymph might have her ſwain,) 

To tplit my Worſhip too in twain. 


STELLA's Bir TH-Day, 1720. 


LL travellers at firſt incline 
Where- e er they ſec ihe faireſt fign ; 


And, it they fird the chambers neat, 


And like the liquor aud the meat, 
Will call again, and recommend 


5 
The Angel- inn to ev'ry friend. What 


Beg 


What though the painting grows decay'd ? 
The houſe will never loſe its trade: 
Nay, though the treach'rous tapſter Thomas 
Hangs a new angel two doors from us, 
As fine 4 hands can make it, 
In hopes that ſtrangers miſtake it, 
We think it both 2 Meme and fin 
To quit the true old Angel-inn. 
Now this is Stella's cafe in fact: 
An angels face, a little crack'd ; 
(Could poets, or could paintcrs fix 
How angei's lock at thirty fix :) 
This drew us ia at fir to fird 
In ſich a ferm an angel's mind; 
And ev'ry virtue now ſupplies 
The fainting rays of Stella's eyes. 
See at her levee cror ding ſvaine, 
Whora Stella freeiy entertains 
With breeding, humour, wit, and ſenſe; 
And puts hem but to ſmall expence ; 
Their mind (> plentifully fills, 
And makes ſach reaſonable bills, 
So little gets for what ſhe gives, 
We really wonder how the lives ! 
And, bad her t:ck been lots, no doubt 
She mult have long ago run out. 
Then who can think we'll quit the place, 
When Doll hangs out a newer fie; 
Or ſtop and light at Cloe's head, 
With ſcraps and leavings to be fed ? 
Then, Cloe, ſtill go an to prate 
Of thirty-fix, and thirty- eight; 
Purſue your trade of ſcandal- picking, 
Your hints, that Stella is no chicken; 
Your innuendos, when you tell vs 
That Stell loves to tzlk with fellows : 
And kt me warn you to believe 


A truth, for which yαur foul ſhou'd grieve; 


STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY. 
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STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY. m3 


That, ſhould you live to ſee the day 45 
When Scella's locks muſt all be gray, 

When age mult print a furrow'd trace 

On ev'ry feature of her face ; 

Though you, and all your ſenſeleſs tribe, 

Could art, or time, or nature bribe, 50 
To make you look like beauty's queen, 

And hold tor ever at fifteen; 

No bloom of youth can ever blind 

The cracks and wrinkles of your mind; 

All men of ſenſe will paſs your door, 55 
And croud to Stella's a: fourſcore. 


STELLa's BIR TH Day. 


A great bottle of wine, long buried, being that day 
dug up, 1722. 


ESOLV'D my annual verſe to pay, 
By duty bound, on Stella's day, 
Furniſlid with paper, pens, and ink, 
I gravely fat me down to think: 
dit my nails, and fcratch'd my head, 5 
But found my wit and fancy fled : 
Or, it wich more than uſual pain, 
A thought came flowly from my brain, 
I: cod me Lord knows bow much time 
To ſhope ic int ſenſe and rhyme ; 0 
And, M hat was yet a greater curſe, 
Long thinkiag made my fancy worſe. 
Forlaken by the inſpiring Nine, 
F wait. d at A\p9ily's ſhrine : 
| told him what the world would ſay, 15 
[t Stella were unſung to day ; 
Hoy | full bide my head tar ſhame, 


When th the Jacks and Robin came; How 


* 
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How Ford would frown, how Jim would leer, 
How Sh——-2n the rogue would ſneer, 
And ſwear it would not always follow, 
That ſemel n anno ridet Apolle, 
I have aſſur'd them twenty times, 
That Phcebus help'd me in my rhymes ; 
Phoebus infpir'd me from above, 
And ke and 1 were band and glove. 
But, finding me fo dull and dry fince, 
call it all poetic licence ; 
And, when I brag 7. aid divine, 
Think Euſden's right as good as mine. 
Nor do I afk for Stellz's fake ; 
"Tis my own credit lies at ſtake : 
And Stella will be ſung, while I 
Can only be a ſtander-by. 
Apollo, having thought a little, 
Return'd this anſwer to a tittle. 
Though you ſhould live like old Methuſalem, 
I furniſh hints, and you ſhould uſe all em, 
You yearly fing as ſhe grows old, 
You'd leave her victues halt untold. 
Bur, to fay truth, ſuch dalneſs reigns 
the whale ict of Irich deans, 
Pm daily ſtunn'd with luch a medley, 
Dean W » Dean D „and Dean Smed!ey, 
That, let what Dean foever come, 
My orders are, i'm not at home; 
And, if your voice had not been loud, 
You mult have paſs'4 among the croud. 
But now, your danger tv prevent, 
Dou mutt apply to Mrs Brent; 
For ſhe, as prieiteſs, knows the rites 
Wherein the god of earth delights. 
Firſt, nine ways looking, let her and 
With an eld poker in her hand ; 


r * Th: Houſckeeper. 
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Let her deſcribe a circle round N 55 


In Saunders collar on tho ground : 

A ſpade let pradent Ac, t old, 

And with difcrei n dig the wou'd : 

Let Stellu look wich warcki:.l eye, 

Rebecca, f Ford, end Grattans || by. 60 
Behold ihe bottle, where it lies 

With neck elatcd row'zds he ies! 

The god of winds und gol of fre 

Did to its wo..drous bit ii confpire ; 

And Bacchus for the poer's uſe 6s 

Pour'd in a ſtrong inſpiring juice. 

See! as you raile it from its :omb, 

It drzgs behind a ſpacious womb, 

And in the ſpacious womb cntains 

A ſov'reign mcd'cine ior the brains, 70 
You'll find it foon, if f:ie confents ; 

If not, a thouſand Mrs Bre its, 

Ten thoufand Archys arm'd with ſpades, 

May dig ia vain to Pluto's fhadcs. 
From thence a plentcous draught infuſe, 75 

And boldly then invoke the muſe ; 

(But firit let Robert, 5 on his kuces, 

With caution drain it from the lees 3) 

The muſe will at vour call appear, 

With Stella's praile to crown the year. 80 


STELLAa's BI RTR- Dax, 1724. 


S when a beauteous nymph decays, 
We ſay, ſhe's paſt her dancing-days ; 
So poets loſe their feet by time, 
And can no longer dance in rhyme. 
Vour annual bard had rather choſe 


To celebrate your birth in proſe : Yet 
The butler, + The fuotman. - 
A lady, friend to Stella. || Friends of the author. 


valer, 
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Yet merry folks, who want by chance 

A pair to make a country-dance 

Call the old houſekeeper, and get her 

To fill a place for want of better : 

While Sheridan is off the hooks, 

And friend Delany at h's books, 

That Stella may avoid diigrace, | 

Once more the Dean ſupplies their place, 
Beauty and wit, too fad a truth ! 

Have always been confin'd to youth ; 

The god of wit and beauty's queen, 

He twenty-one, and ſhe fifteen. 

No poet ever ſweetly ſung, 

Unleſs he were, like Phoebus, young; 

Nor ever nymph inipir'd to thy me, 

Unlefs, like Venus, in her prime. 

At fiſty- ſix, if this be true, 

Am | a poet fit for you ? 

Or, at the age of forty-three, 

Are you a ſubje fit tor me ? 

Adieu! bright wit, and radiant eyes, 

Yau muſt be grave, and I be wile. 

Our fate in vain we would oppoſe : 

Bur PI be fill your friend in proſe : 

Efteem and friencthip to expreſs, 

Will not require pzetic dreis ; 

And it the mute deny her aid 

To have them ſung, they may be ſaid, 
But, Stella, ſay, what evil tongue 

Reports you are no longer young; 

That Time ſits with his ſithe to mow 

Where erit {at Cupid with his bew; 

That hal? yur locks arc turn'd to gray ? 

PI ne'er blieve a word they fay. 

Tis truc, but ist it not be known, 

My eyes arc Hmewuhzt dimita groben: 

For nature, always in the right, 

To your Qecay: adopts my fight 
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STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY. 17 


And wrinkles undiſlinguiſh'd paſs, 45 
For Pm aſham'd to uſe a glaſs ; 
, And till I ſee them with theſe eyes, | 
3 Whoever ſays you have them, lies. J 
| No length of time can make you quit 
| Honour and virtue, ſenſe and wit : 50 
Thus you may ſtill be young to me, 
While I can better hear than ſee. 
Oh, ncer may Fortune ſhew her ſpight, 
To make me deaf and mend my fight ! 


| ' Sreiia's Biarn Day, March 13, 1726. 


AIs dav, whatc'er the fates decree, 
Saall il be kept with joy by me: 
Tunis day then let us not be told, 
That you are ſick, and I grown old; 
Nor tnink on our approaching ills, 5 
| And talk of ſpectacles and pills: 
To morrow will be time enough 
To hear ſuch mortifying tuff, 
, Vet ſince from reaſſn may be brought 
A better and more p.caling thought, 10 
| Which can, in ſpite of all decays, 
Sur; oct a few remaining days, 
From not the graveit of divines 
Accept for once ſome ſeious lincs. 
| Although we now can form no more 15 
| Long ſchemes of life, as hereiotore ; 
Vet you, while time is running fait, 
Can look with joy ou what is paſt, 
I Wcre future happineſs and pain 
A mere contrivance of the brain, 20 
As Atheiits argue do entice 
And fit their proſely tes for vice, 
J [The ouly comfort they propoſe, 
| | To kave companions in their woes) : Grant 
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Grant this the caſe ; yet ſure "ris hard 
That virtue, ftyPd its own reward, 
And by all 4. underſtood 
To be the cief of human good, 
Should acting die, nor leave behind 
Some laſting pleaſure in the mind, 
Which by remembrance will aſſu age 
Grief, ſickneſs, poverty, and age, 
And ſtrongly ſhoot a radiant dart 
To ſhine through life's declining part. 
Say, Stella, feel you no content, 
Reflecting on a life well ſpent ? 
Your ſkilful hand employ'd to ſave 
Deſpairing wretches from the grave; 
And then ſupporting with your ſtore 


Thoſe whom you dragg'd from death before: 


So Providence on mortals waits, 
Preſerving what it firſt creates: 
Your gen'rous boldneſs to defend 

An innocent and abſent friend ; 

That courage which can make you juſt 
To merit humbled in the duſt ; 

The deteſtation you 

For vice in all its glitt'ring dreſs ; 
That patience under tort'ring pain, 
Where ſtubborn Stoics would complain: 
Malt theſe like empty ſhadows pals, 
Or forms reflected from a glaſs ? 

Or mere chimæras in the mind, 

That fly, and leave no marks behind? 
Does not the body thrive and grow 
By food of twenty years ago ? 

And had it not been ftill ſupply'd, 

It muſt a thouſand times have dy'd. 
Then who with reaſon can maintain? 
That no effects of food remain 

And is not virtue in mankind 


'The nutriment that fecds the mind ; 
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| 'Upheld by each good action paſt, 
And 2 by the laſt? 
Then, who with reaſon can pretend 65 
That all effects of virtue end? 
| Believe me, Stella, when you ſhow 
0 | That true contempt for things below, 
Nor prize your lite for other ends 
Than merely to oblige your friends, 70 
Your former actions claim their part, 
And join to fortify your heart. 
5 For virtue in her daily race, 
Like Janus, bears a double face ; | 
| Looks back with joy where ſhe has gone, 75 


— 


And therefore goes with courage on. 
She at your fickly couch will wait, 
to And guide yau to a better ſtate. 
O then, whatever Heaven intends, 
Take pity on your pitying friends ! 80 
Nor let your iils affect your mind, 
To fancy they can be unkind. 
45 | Me, ſurely me, you ought to ſpare, 
Who gladly would your ſuff rings ſhare ; 
Or give my ſcrap of life to you, 85 
| And think it far beneath your due ; 


— 


You, to whoſe care fo oft I owe 


50 That Pm alive to tell you fo. 
\ 
* To Mrs. MaxTha Blouxr. t 
55 | Sent on her birthday, June 15. 
H, be thou bleſs'd with all that Heav'a can ſend, 
Long kealth, long youth, long pleaſure, and a 
60 tcicad ! ; Not 


that ke had had a fincere regard and long affection for the lady to 


eld | This poem was wrote by Mr. Pope. It appears from his will, 
| whom it is addreiled. 
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Not with thoſe toys the female race admire, 

Riches that vex, and vanities that tire; 

Not as the world its pretty flaves rewards, 5 

A youth of frolics, an old age of cards ; 

Fair to no purpoſe, artful to no end ; 

Young without lovers, old without a friend; 

A fop their paſſion, but their prize a for ; | 

Alive, ridiculous ; and dead, forgot! 10 
Let joy, or eaſe, let afluence, or content, 

And the gay conſcience of a life well ſpent, 

Calm ev'ry thought, inſpirit ev'ry grace, 

Glow in thy heart, and {mile upon thy face ; 

Let day improve on day, and year on year, 15 

Without a pain, a trouble, or a fear ; 

Till death unfelt that tender frame deſtroy, 

In ſome ſoft dream, or ecſtaſy of joy, 

Peaceful ſlcep out the ſabbath of the tomb, 

And wake to raptures ina life to come ! 20 


SON G. By a perſon of quality. 


Said to my heart, between ſleeping and waking, 
T hou wild thing, that always art leapivg and aking, 
What black, brown, or fair, in what clime, in what 


nation, 
By turns has not taught thee a pit—a—patation 


Thus accug'd, the wild thing gave this ſober reply: 5 
See thy heart without mction, though Celia pai: by ! 
Not the beauty ſhe has, or the wit that ſhe borrows, 
Gives the eye any joys, or the heart any forrows. 


When our Sappho appears, ſhe whole wit": ſo rcfin'd, 

I am forc'd to applaud with the reſt of mankind; 10 
Whatever ſhe ſays, is with ſpirit and fire ; 

Ev'ry word l attend; but I only admire. 
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Prudentia as vainly would put in her claim, 
Ever gazing on heav'n, though man is ber aim: 
"Tis love, not devotion, that turns up her eyes; 15 
Thoſe ſtars of this world are too for the ſkies. 


But Cloe fo lively, ſo eaſy, ſo fair, 

Her wit ſo genteel, without art, without care; | 
When ſhe comes in my way, the motion, the pain, 
The leaping, the akings, return all again. 20 
O wonderful creature ! a woman of reaſon ! 

Never grave out of pride, never gay out of ſeaſon! 
When ſo eaſy to who this angel ſhould be, 
Would one think Mrs. Howard ne'er dream'd it was ſhe * 


®B A LL LA ID 


F all the girls that Cer were ſeen, 
There's none ſo fine as Nelly, 
For charming face, and ſhape, and mein, 
And what's not fit to tell ye. 
Oh ! the turn'd neck and ſmooth white ſkin 5 
Of lovely deareſt Nelly ! 
For a ſwain it well had been, 
Had the ne'er paſy'd by Calai-. 
Fot when as Nelly came to France, 
(Invited by her couſins,) bh» to 
Acroſs the Thuilleries each 
KilFd Frenchmen by whole dozens- 
The King, as he at dinner fat, 
Did beckon to his buſſar, 


15 
For charming Nell to buſs her. | 


The ladies were with provok c 
To fee her fo r 4 

The men look'd arch, as Nelly ſtrok'd, 

Vor. VI. G 


8 


— — — — 
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— cy: 
Then fad the Duke de Val 
gelle off lien jolie | 


But who's that grave philoſopher 
That carefully looks at'er? 

By his concern it ſhould appear, 
"The fair one is his daughter. ay 
Ma foy ! (quoth then a courtier fly,) 
3 bis child does leer too : 

I wiſh he has no mind to try 
What ſome pappas will here do. 


The courtiers all with one accord, 
Broke out in Nelly's 

Admir'd her ruſe, and s faxs farde, 
(Which are your termes Francoiſes } 

Then might you ſee a painted ring 
Of dames that ſtood by Nelly; 

She like the pride of all the ſpring, 
And they like fleurs de palats. 

in Marli gardens, and St. Ciou, 
I ſaw this charming Nelly, 

Where ſhameleſs nymphs, expos'd to vicu, 
Stand n:ked in cach allry : 

But Venus had a brazen face, 
Both at Verſailles and Licu..on, 

Or elſe ſhe had refigr'd her place, 
And left the ſtune ſhe ſtood on. 


Were Nelly's figure mounted there, 
"T world put down al! th? Italian: 

Lord f? how thoſe foreigners would flare ' 
But I ſhovio turn Pygmalion: 

For pit e ut lip: „aral 28, and mien, 
Me nothing can de eht ſo, 

As does that part wii lies between 
Fer let: 0 an her right t oe. 
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On the Low OSGi TUD. 


RECITATIYFO. 


. 


Da Caro. 


Erick Au on the feuds about Hanoper 


and Bonoxcini. 


Trange! all this difference ſhould be 
"Twixt tweedle-dum and tweedle- dee / 


* On Mrs. TorrTs. 
ay bright is thy beauty, fo charming thy ſong, 


6 
1 Boe 


124 TWO OR THREE, . 
But ſuch is thy av'rice, and ſuch is thy 


That the beaſts muſt have ſtarv d, and the poet have dy'd, 


TWO OR THREE; 
O R, 


A Receipt to make a Cuckor p. 


WO or three viſits, and two or three bows, 


'Two or three civil things, two or three vows, 
Two or three kiſſes, with two or three 


Two or three Jeſuſes and Let-me-die's, 
Two or three . — 


With two or three thouſand pound loſt at their houſes, 
Can never fail cuckolding two or three ſpouſes. 


* On a Lapy who p——t at the tragedy of Caro; 
occaſioned by an epigram on a Lady who wept at 
it. 


Hile maudlin big d their Cato's fate, 
Still with d e Tory Celia fate : 

But, while her pri 22 her tears to flow, 

The guſhing waters find a vent below: 

Though ſecret, yet with copious grief ſhe mourns, 5 
Like twenty river-gods with all their urns. 

Let others {crew their hypocritic face, 

She ſhews her grief in a ſincerer place : 


There nature reigns, and paſſion void of art; 
For that road leads directly to the heart. 


10 
Er 


* 


{ nag J 


* EpicRtan, in a maid of honour's prayer-book. 


V [Hen Iſrael's daughters mourn'd their paſt offences, 
They dealt in /achc/oth, and turn'd c:nder-wenches : 
But Richmond's fair ones never ſpoil their locks : 


They ute white powder, and wear Holland ſmocks. 
Ocomely church ! where females find clean linen 5 
As decent to repent in, as to fix in. | 


© BB PI GR A M6 


Written in the year 1712. 


8 Thomas was cudgell'd one day by his wife, 

He took to the ftreet, and fled for his life: 
Tom's three deareſt friends came by in the ſquabble, 
And fav'd him at once from the ſhrew and the rabble ; 
Then ventur'd to give him ſome ſober advice 5 
But Tom is a perſon of honour ſo nice, 

Too wiſe to take counſel, too proud to take warning, 
That he ſent to all three a challenge next 
Three duels he fought, thrice ventur'd his life ; 
Went home, and was cudgell'd again by his wife. 10 


The Baraxce of EuRope. 


OW Europe's balanc'd, neither fide 
For nothing's left ia either of the ſcal: 


* A Pans. | 


{ 126 }] 


* A PANEGYRICAL Eris TT to Mr. Tromas 
Sxow, goldſmith, near Temple-bar; occafion- 
ed by his buying and felling the third South-ſea 
ſubſcriptions, taken in by the directors at a thou- 
land per cent. t 


F'dain not, Snow, my humble verſe to hear; 
Stick tLy black a while behind thine ear. 
ether thy compter ſhine with ſuis untold, 
And thy wide-graſpirg hand grows black with gold; 
Whether thy mien ere, and fable locks, 
In crouds of brokers overawe the fac; 
Saſpend the worldly bus'neſs of the day, 
And, to enrich thy mind, attend wy lay. 
O thou, whole penetrative wiſdom found 
The South-fea rocks and ſhelves, where thouſands 
drown'd ! 10 
When credit ſunk, and commerce gaſping lay, 
Thou ſtocd'ſt: no bill was ſent unpaid away. 
When not a guinea chink'd on Martin's boards, 
And tf Atwills ſelf was drain'd of all his hoares, 
Thou ſtood'ſt; an Indian king in ſize and hue ! 15 
Thy unexhauſted ſhop was our Peru. 
Why did *Change-ally waſte thy precious hours 
Among the fools who gap'd for golden ſhow'rs ? 
No wonder, if we find {ome poets there, 
Who live on fancy, and can feed on air; 20 
Na 


I In the year 1720, the Scuth-fea company, under pretence of 
paying the public debt, obtained an act of parliament for enlarging 
their capital, by taking into it ail the debts of the nation incurred 
before the year 1716, amounting to 31,664.551/. Part of this ſum 
was ſubſcribed intutheir capital at three ſubſcriptions; the firſt at 
zoel. per cent. the ſecond at 4cc/. and a third at col. Such was 
the infatuation of the time, that theſe ſubſcriptions were bought and 
_ at exorbitant no; ſo that 1c. South-ſea ſtock ſub- 

ited at a 1000. was fold fr 12col. in Exchange » Hawheſ. 
+ Names of eminent galdſmiths. _ 
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No wonder they were caught by South- ſea ſchemes, 
Who ne'er enjoy'd a guinea ; but in dreams; 

No wonder t — + —> - an fold 

For millions of imaginary gold ; 

No wonder that their fancies wild can frame * 


Strange reaſons, that a thing is ſtill the tame, 
Though chang'd throughout in ſubſtance and in naine. 
But you (whole judgment ſcorns poeric flights) 
With contracts furniſh boys for paper-kires. 
Let vulture Hopkins ſtretch his ruſty throat, 30 
Who ruins thouſands for a fingle groat : 
1 know thou ſcorn'ft his mean, his ſordid mind; 
Nor with idzal debts would plagus mankind. 
Mad:nen alone their empty s purſue, 
And ſtill believe the fleeting viſion true; 35 
They ſell the treaſures which their lumbers get, 
Then wake, and fancy all the world in deb:, 
It ro inſtru thee all my reaſons fail, 
Yer be diverted by this moral tale. | 
Through fam'd Moorfields extends a ſpacious ſcat, 
Where mortais of exalted wit retreat ; 40 
Where wrapp'd in contemplation, and in ſtraw, 
The wiſer few from the mad world withdraw. 
There in full opalence a banker dwel:, 
Who all the joys and of riches felt: . 
His ſide · board glitter'd with imagin'd plate; 45 
And his proud fancy held a vaſt citate. 
As on a time he paſs'd the vacant hours, 
In railing piles of ftraw and twiſted bow'rs, 
A poet enter'd of the neighbouring cell, 
And with fix'd eye obſerv'd the ſtructure well: 50 
: ſharpen'd ſkew'r *crofs his bare ſhoulders bound 
tatter'd rug, which dragg'd upon the ground. 
The n « Behold ns aac. 
My ftatues, gardens, fountains, and canals, 


Wich land of more than twenty acres round! 35 


All theſe I fell ther for ten thouſand pound.” 
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The bard wich wonder the cheap purchaſe ſaw, 
So fign'd the contract (as ordains the law) 


The banker's brain was cooP'd ; the miſt grew clear; 
ſcene was loſt in air. 


t underſtood, 


The 
He now the vaniſh'd 
And fear'd the fancy'd Was not 
Vet loth n 
Sire me a penny, and thy contract's void.” 

Ly jc bp trown'd : „ 
_ „ye gods, (he cries,) m 1 6 
So ſaying, e 6 
And on the ſtick ten equal notches makes ; 

With juſt reſentment flings it oa the ground; 
There, take my tally I of ten thouſand pound. 


The SOUTH-SEA. 1721. 
iſe philoſophers ! explain 
What magic makes our money ric, 


Y 
——— — 
de thee juggle cheat our eye? 


ooborky piece big as ton. 


Thus in a baſon drop 2 ſhilling, 

Then fill the veſſel to the brim; 10 
You ſhall obſerve, as you are filling. 
The pond'rous metal ſeems to ſwim. 


It riſes both in bulk and height ; 
. Beho'd it ſwelling like a ſop! 


_ 4 Gon having borrowed a conſiderable ſum, gave tallies as 
urity for the repayment; but ſoon after, ſhutting up the ex- 
—_— theſe tallies were as much reduced from their original value, 
as the South-ſea had exceeded it. Hawke. 
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The liquid medium cheats your fight; 
renn 

In ſtock three hundred thouſand pound; 
I have in view a Lord's eſtate ; 


manors all contiguous round ; 


Thus the deluded bankrupt raves, 
Puts all upon a deſp rate bet: 

Then plunges in the Southern waves, 
Dipt over head and ears in debt. 


So, by a calenture miſled, 

The mariner with rapture ſces 
On the ſmooth ocean's azure bed 
Enameld fields, and verdant trees. 


With eager haſte he longs to rove 
In that fantaſtic ſcene, and thinks 
It muſt be ſome inchanted grove ; 

And i he leaps, and down he ſinks. 
Are ſank in theſe devouring waves, 
The horſes drown'd, the harneſs broke ; 
And here the owners find their graves, 

They with their /poi/s went ſafe before; 
His chariots, tumbling out the dead, 
Lay ſhatter'd on the Red - ſea ſhore. 


Rais d up on Hope's aſpiring plumes, 

The young advent rer o'er the deep 
An eagle's flight and ſtate aſſumes, 

And ſcorns the middle way to keep. 
On paper wings he takes his flight; 

an wax the father bound them faſt ; 
The wax is melted by the height, 
And down the makes 7: is caſt. 

5 
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A moraliſt might here explain <2 
The raſhneſs of the Cretan youth; 
Deſcribe his fall into the main, 
And from a fable form a truth. 
His wings are his paternal rent ; 
He melts his wax at ev'ry flame; 
His credit funk, his money ſpent, 


Fools chiefly float, the wiſe are drown'd ? 


So have I ſeen from Severn's brink 

A flock of ceſe jump down together, 
Sulnatec ts bird of Jove would fink, 
And ſwimming never wet a feather. 
One fool may from another win, 

And then get off with money ftor'd : 
But if a Harper once comes in, | 

He throws at all, and ſweeps the board. 


As fiſhes on each other prey, 
The great ones ſwalPwing up the ſmall ; 
So fares it in the Southern ſea ; 

The whale direfors eat up all. 


When /oct is high, they come between, 


Making by ſecond-hand their offers; 
Then cunningly retire unſeen, 

With each a million in his coffers, 
So, when upon a moonſhine night 

An aſs was drinking at a ſtream, 
A cloud aroſe, and ſtopt the light 


By intercepting ev'ry beam: 
The day 1 will be ſoon, 
{Crics out a ſage among the croud; 
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aſs hath ſwallow'd up the moon: 
1 ſafe behind the cloud. 


Each ſubſcriber to the ſea 

Sinks down at once, and there he lies : 
Directors fall as well as they; 

Their fall is but a trick to riſe. 
So fiſhes rifing from the main, 

Can ſoar with moiſten'd wings on high ; 
The moiſture dry'd, they fink again, 

And dip their fins again to fly. 
Undone at play, the female troops 

Come here their loſſes to retrieve ; 
Ride o'er the waves in ſpacious 

Like Lapland witches in a fieve. 
Thus Venus to the fea deſcends, 
As poets feign ; but where's the moral? 
It ſhews the queen of love intends 

To ſearch the deep for pearl and coral. 
The ſea is richer than the land, | 

I heard it from my grannam's mouth, 
Which now I clearly underſtand ; 

For by the ſea ſhe meant the South. 


Thus by directors we are told, 
Pray, Gentlemen, believe your eyes ; 
Our ocean's cover d o'er with gold, 


Look round, and fee how thick it lies. 


Oh ! would thoſe patriots be ſo kind, 
Here in the deep to waſh their hands, 

Then, like Pactolus, we ſhould find 
The fca indeed had golden ſands. 


A ſhilling in the Bath you fling, 
The filver takes a nobler hue 

By magic virtue in the ſpring, 
And ſeems a guinca to your view. 
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guinea will 
A _—— 


e 
Than what it always did before 


The point he could no longer doubt; 
He ran, he leap'd into the flood ; 


There ſprawl'd a while, and ſcarce got out, 


All cover'd Oer with ſlime and mud. 


Upen the waters caſt thy bread 
And after many days — it ; 
— this ocean ſpread 


There is a gulph 

Here all the bold advent'rers came: 
A narrow Hund, though deep as hell; 
Change alley is the dreadful name. 


Nine times a day it ebbs and flows ; 
Yet he that on the ſurface hes, 
Without a pilot, ſeldom knows 
The time it falls, or when twill riſe. 


Subſcribers here by thouſands float, 
And joſtie one another down ; 
Each ing in his leaky boat, 
here they $th for gold, and drown 


New bury'd in the degih beluw, 
Netr mounted up to heav'n agen, 


1 


+ 


OT died bs. 
where thouſands fell; 
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reel and ſtagger to and fro, | 
Wr like drunken men. 


But theſe, you ſay, are factious lies, 
From ſome malicious 'Tory's brain; 
For where directors get a prize, 
The Swiſs and Dutch whole millions drain. 


Thus, when by rooks a Lord is ply'd, 
— . 
t 
RN 


While ſome build caſtles in the air, 
Directors build them in the ſeas : 
Subſcribers plainly ſee em there; 
For fools will ſæe, as wiſe men pleaſe. 


Thus oft by mariners are ſhown 
(Unleſs the men of Kent are liars) 
Earl Godwin's caſtles overflown, 


And palace-rocis, and ſteeple- ſpires. 
Mark where the fly directors creep, 


Nor to the ſhore approach too nigh ! 
The monſers neſtle in the deep 


To ſeize you in your paſſing by. 


Then, like the dogs of Nile, be wile, 


Who, taught by inſtinct how to ſhun 
The crocodile that lurking lies, 
Run as they drink, and drink and run. 


Antzus could, by magic charms, 
Recover ireng h whenc'er he fell : 


* Plal, cvii. + Coffee- houſe in Change - Ale: 


133 


155 


165 


175 


134 THE SOUTH-SEA: 


Aleides held him in his arms, 7 
And ſent him up in air to hell. 


What plane ruPd when you were born; 
We ſee you never can be drown'd. 


Beware, nor over-bulky grow, 

Nor come within your cully's reach ; | 
For if the ſea ſhould fink fo low, 195 

To leave you dry upon the beach ; | | 


Thus, when a whale hath loſt the tide, | 
The coaſters croud to ſeize the ſpoil ; | 
And ſtrip the bones and melt the oil. ] 


May he, whom nature's laws obey, | 
Who lifts the poor, and finks the proud, 210 
Quiet the raging of the ſea, | 
And ſtill the madneſs of the croud ! | 
But never ſhall our iſle have reſt, 
Till thoſe devouring ſwine run down = ! 
(The devils leaving the poſſeſt,) 215 ; 
And headlong in the waters drown. 7 | 
4 


A BALLAD ON QUADRILLE. 135 


The nation then too late will find, 
Computing all their coſt and trouble, 
promiſes but wind, 


A BALLAPD on Qu ADRILLE. 


I. 
N as corruption hence did 
n * 
When Ay, ſaid Ay, and No faid No, 
Without a place or fee ; 
Then Satan thinking things went ill; 5 
Sent forth 3 calld Quadrille, ._ 


Quadrille — 8: 


And four fair faite be weee ; 

His troops they are with red and black 10 
All blotch'd and ſpotted oer: 

And every houſe, go where you will, 


| haunced by che imp Quadrille, 4e 


Sure cards he has for ev'ry thing, 

Which well court- cards they name; 15 
And, ſtateſman- like, calls in the king 

To help out a bad game: 
Bur, if the parties manage ill, 
Tue king is &c. 


When r 

Though they ne'er meant to marr;, | 
They were in Cupid's books inroll'd, 

And call'd a party quarree : But 


The king of late drew forth his ſword, 
177 
And 


A late at Cambray met, 
hich drew all Europe's eyes; 
Tas call'd in Poſtboy and Gazette 


mw — 


The fair maid of the inn. + 


AYS my uncle, I pray you diſcover 
8 What hath been the cauſe of you woes, 
Why you pine, and you whine, like a lover ? 
Pve feen Molly Mog of the Roſe. 


O nephew ! your grief is but folly ; 
In town you may find better prog ; 
Half a crown there will get you a Molly, 
A Molly much better than Mog. 
I know that by wits tis recited, 
That women are beſt at a clog : 
But I'm not ſo eaſily frighted 
From loving my ſweet Molly Mog. 
The ſchoolboy's defire is a play-day; 
The ſchoolmaſler's joy is to flog; 
The milkmaid's delight is on May-day ; 
But mine is on ſweet Molly Mog. 
Will-o'-wiſp leads the traw'ler a-gadding 


Through di.ch, and through quagmire and bog : 


Bur no light can ſet me a- maddin 
Like the eyes of my fiveer Molly Mog. 


+ The Roſe-inn at Ockingh2m in Berkſhire. 
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A 


138 MOLLY MOG. 
For guineas in other mens breeches | 
Your gameſters will palm and will cog. 
But I envy them none of their riches, 
So I may win fweet Molly Mog. 


The heart, when half wounded, is changing, 


It here and there leaps like a frog : 
But my heart can never be ranging, 
"Tis fo fixt upon ſweet Molly Mog. 


Who follows all ladies of pleaſure, 
In pleaſure is thought but a hoy : 
All the ſex cannot give ſo good meaſure 


Ot joys, as my et Milly dog: 
I feel Pm in love to diſtraction. 


My ſenſes all loſt in a fog; 
And hong can give ſatisfaction 


But thinking on ſweer Molly Mog. 
A letter when I am inditing, 
Comes Cupid and gives me a jog ; 
And I fill all the paper with writing 
Of nothing but ſweet Molly Mog. 


If I would not give up the three Graces, 
I wiſh I were hang'd like a dog, 

And at court all the drawing-room faces, 
For a glance of my ſweet Molly Mor. 

Thoſe faces want nature and ſpirit, 
And ſeem as cut out of a log : 

J uno, Venus, and Pallas's merit 
Unite in my ſweet Molly Mog. 


Thoſe who toaſt all the family royal 
In bumpers of hogan and nog, 

Have hearrs not more true or more loyal 
Than mine to my ſweet Molly Mog. 


Were Virgil alive with his Phillis, 
And writing another eclogue ; 
Both his Phillis and fair Amaryllis 
He'd give up for ſweet Molly Mog. 


1 


— 


5 


— 


Then 


3 


— 


A SONG OF SIMILES. 139 


When ſhe ſmiles on each gueſt, like her liquor, 
j ſets me agog 3; 
To be ſure ſhe's a bit for the vicar, 
And ſo I ſhall loſe Molly Mog. 60 


* A new Soxc of new SIMILES. 


paſſion is as muſtard ſtrong ; 
M T an Eber ad, 


Drunk as a piper all day lng, 
Or like a March hare mad. 


Round as a hoop the bumpers fl24y4 ; 3 
I drink, yet can't forget her; 

For, though as drunk as David's ſuw, 
I love her $:]] the better. 


Pert as a pear-monger Pd be, 

It Milly were but kind; 10 
Cool as a cucumber cou. d ſce 

The reſt of weman- kind. 


Like a ſtag pig I zaping are, 
And eve her &er and oer; 

Lean as a rake with fighs and care, | 13 
Si.ck as a mouſe before. 


Plump as a partridge was | known, 
And ſoſt as filk my fkin ; 
My cheeks as fat as butter grown; 
But as a groat now thin | 20 


I melancholy as a cat 
Am kept awake to weep; 

But ſhe, laſenäble of thas. 
Sound as a top can ſleep. 

Hard is her heart as flint or tone ; 23 
She laughs to ſee me pale, 


And merry as a grig is grown, 
Ard briſk as bottled ale. | The 


A SONG OF SIMILES. 


= approach 
— makeet 
bell or roach 
Are ſmit, and th ke me. 


Ah me ! as thick as hops or hail, 
The fine men croud about her : 

But ſoon as dead as a door-nail 
Shall I be, if without her. 


fuck > mp bag der Rage capers; 


O were 
My heart be ſcot free from cares, 


And lighter than a feather. 


As fine as five-pence is her mien ; 
No drum was ever tighter ; 

Her glance is as the razor keen, 
And not the ſun is brighter. 


As ſoft as pap her kifles are; 
Methinks | taſte them yet; 

Brown as a berry is her hair, 
Her eyes as as jet. 

As ſmooth as glaſs, as white as curde, 
Her hand invites : 

Sharp as a necdle are her words ; 

Her wit like pepper bites. 


Briſk as a body-louſe ſhe trips, 
Clean as a y dreſt; 


But falſe as hell, ſhe, like the wind, 
Chang' d, as her ſex muſt do; 

Though ſeeming as the turtle kind, 
And like the goſpel true. 
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NEWGATE'S GARLAND. 


You'll know me truer than a dye 
And wiſh me better ſped, 

Flat as a flounder when I lie, 
And as a herring dead. 


Sure as a gun, ſhe'll a tear, 
When I am rotten as a pear, 
And mute as any fiſh. 


75 


N 


 *NEWGATE's GARLAND; 


ighway man, as he 
Bailey, 1725. 


a new ballad, ſhewing how Mr. Jovathan 
Wild's throat ——— 

ife by Mr. Blake, alias Blueſkin, the bold 
ſtood at his trial in the Old 


In diving in pockets, or 


E gallants of Newgate, whoſe fingers are nice 
cogging of dice ; 


Ye ſharpers ſo rich, who can buy off the nooſe ; 
Ye honeſter poor rogues, who die in your ſhoes, 


Attend and draw near, 
Good news ye ſhall hear 


wn 


How Jonathan's throat was cut from fear to ear, How 


142 NEWGATE'S GARLAND. 
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W's 


ueſkin 

Its any fi may ondy, If be gina 
I. 

Knaves of old, to hide guilt by their cunning inventi- 


ons, 8 
Call'd briberies grants, and plain robberies penſions ; 
Phyficians and lawyers (who take their degrees 30 
To be learned rogues) cal'd their pilfering fees. 
Since this happy day 


44 


35 


V. 
Some cheat in the cuſtoms, ſome rob the exciſe; 
But he whorobs both is eſteemed moſt wiſe. 


1 = n 


PROMETHEUS: 143 


Churchwardens, too prudent to hazard the halter, 
—— 40 
now to get gold, 
They be more bold, 
3 nee e: 
eee 
2 pleaſe 45 


Some by public revenues, which paſs d through their 


Have purchas'd clean houſes, and bought lands: 
SU 
Which at home (ſays the proverb) does always begin. 
But, if ever you be 

—_—_— 

; But take the highway, and more honeftly ſeize ; 

For ev'ry man round me may rob, if he pleaſe. 


What a pother has here been with Wood and bis braſs, * © 
5 Who would modeſtly make a few halfpennies paſs! 56 | 
| The is good, and the precedent's old, 
| For Di changed his copper for gold: 
| But if Ireland deſpiſe | 
The new halfpennies, bo 
U- With more fafety to rob on the road I adviſe : | 
For Blucſkin's ſharp penknife bath ſet thee at caſe ; | 
And ev'ry man round me may rob, if he pleaſe. ( 


PROMETHEUS. 

| On Wood 1 the patentee's Iriſh halſpence. 4 

| Written in the year 1724. 
J. 


$ when the *{quire and tinker, Wood, | 
ch- | Gravely conſulting Ireland's good, Ta. | 


35 


| 
| Nee an account of Wood's projet in the Drapier's letters, vol. 3. | 


 PROMETHEUS. 


5 
10 
15 
20 
25 
| II. 
There is a chain let down from Jove, 30 
But faſten'd to his throne above, 
So ſtrong that from the lower end, 
They ſay, all human things depend 
chain, as ancient hold, | 
When Jove was young, was made of gold. - 


Prometheus once this chain purloin'd, 


Diſſolv d, ard into money coin'd ; | | Then 


0 Ob, o'r il 57 on 


—  — — 


F PpP egg rn 


28 


24 


— — —— — 


Then 


Diſereetly to 


PROMETHEUS. 


whips me on a chain of braſs : 
(Venus was brib'd to let it paſs. f) 
Now, while this brazen chain prevail'd, 
ſaw that all devotion fail'd ; 
No temple to — 


III. 
Ye pow rs of Grub · ſtreet, make me able 
1 this fable ; 


Aud high in air for ever ride: 
Vor. VI. | 


t A great lady was laid to have been bribe! by Woed. 


0 
8 
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Where, 
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146 STREPHON AND FLAVIA. 


- Where, if we find his liver grows, 
For want of vultures, we have crows, 


*STREPHON and FLAvVIa. 
in the land 


ITH lady 
—— kept a pother ; 


3 uiſh'd for one hand, 
Daerr 
Vet when his love the ſhepherd told 3 
To Flavia fair and coy, 
Reſervs, demure, than ſnow more cold, 
She ſcorn'd the gentle boy, 
Late at a ball he own'd his pain : 
She bluſl'd, and frown'd, and ſwore, 10 
With all the marks of high diſdain, 
She'd never hear him more. 
The ſwain ſtill to pray, 
The nymph ſtill to deny; 
At laſt ſhe vow'd ſhe would not ſtay ; 15 . 
He ſwore ſhe ſhould not fly. 
Zaragd, heeall' her foorman fright, | 
MM... re | | 
to her lod d the N 
And lay with Ratph at home. — 20 


CORI NN A 
& 4 
Written in the year 27212. 


H'S day (the year I dare not tell) | 
Apollo play'd the midwiic's part; - 2M 

Into the world Corinna fell, | 

And be endow'd her with bis art, | 


But Cupid with a Satyr comes; | | 
Both foftly to the cradle creep ; Bork 


THE QUIDNUNCET'S. 147 


tg 


* The QUIDNUNCKI'S: 


A tale occafioned by the death of the Duke Regent of 
Faance. 


| W vain are mortal man's endeavours ! 
| H= Flows, Mater Tra) 
* a | 2 


THE QUIDNUNCKY'S. 
Good Orleans dead ! in truth tis hard: 


248 


ſtrange work ! 
And there's the Czar, and there's the Turk-——- 
The P I 


11 
f 
Li 
, 
| 


: 
: 
: 
L 


They bow, 
j chance or whim provoke the 


Ta 
1 
7 

; 


> 
Tt 
8 


try the ventꝰ rous thing, 


we? 


rn 
rom fide to fide he ſprings, he ſpurns, 
And bangs his foes and friends by turns. 
Thu: as in giddy freaks he bounces, 
Crack goes the twig, and in he flounces ! 
Down the ſwift ſtream the wretch is borne ; 
Never, ah never, to return ! 

2— s! what a fall had our dear brother! 
Morbleu ! cries one, and Damme, bother. 
The nation gives a gen ral ſcreech ; 
None cocks his tail, none claws his breech ; 

1 


15 


25 


35 


E 


grant or penſion : 

Why then ſhould insfolts quarrel thus ? 20 
(For two of you make one of . 1) 
ee. 


Where each his proper u/e may He 


| * Channel-row is a dirty-ftreet near the parliament houſe, Weſt- 
4 In Engliſh two negatives make an affirmative. 


And make thoſe wait who ſerv'd in Flanders. 
Let's quarter on a great man's tongue, 


A treagry-lord, not Maſter g. 
uious at his high command 
Hy ſhall march forth to tax the land. 
Impeachments Ns can beſt refiſt, 
And 4y ſupport the civil liſt : 

Ay quick as Cæſar wins the day; 
And No, like Fabius, by delay. 
Sometimes in mutual fly diſguiſe, 
Let Ay. 


The Przocress of Love. 
Written in the year 1716. 
Phillis was endu'd 
With ev'ry talent of a prude : 
trembled when a man drew near; 


25 


35 


J 


10 


CO —— —— 
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And bring her back, alive or dead. 


THE PROGRESS OF LOVE. 


At length a lucky lover came, 

And found admittance to the dame. 
Sappoſe all parties now agreed, 

The writings drawn, the lawyer fee'd, 
The vicar and the ring beſpoke : 
Gueſs, how could ſuch a match be broke ? 
See then what mortals their bliſs in ! 
Next morn betimes the bride was mi 
The mother ſcream'd, the father chid ; 

No news of Phil ! the bridegroom came, 
And thought his bride had ſculk'd for ſhame ; 
Becauſe her father us'd to ſay, 

The girl had ſuch a baſpful way. 

— Jake che butler — be ſent 
To learn the road that Phillis went. 
The groom was wiſld to ſaddle Crop; 
Fot John mutt neither light nor ſtop, - 
But find her, whereſocer ſhe fled. 


See here again the devil to do; 
For truly John was miſſing too : 
The horſe and pillion both were gone ! 
Phillis, it ſeems, was fled with John. 
Old Madam, who went up to find 
What papers Phil had left behind, 
A letter on the toilet ſees, 
To my much honour'd fut ber theſe, 


(Tis always done, romances tell us, 


When daughters run away with fellows,) 
Fill'd with the choiceſt common-places, 
By otheis ug'd in the like caſes. 


cc 
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152 THE PROGRESS OF LOVE. 

* That a fortune-teller 

1 - Ol 

* And in a giaft had made her ſee 

« A ſerving-man of low degree. 
. 55 
« For marriages were made in heaven : 

« His pardon begg'd ; but, to be plain, — 

« She'd do't, if twere to do again: 

„Thank d God, twas neither ſhame nor fin ; | 
« For was come of honeſt kin. 60 
* Love never thinks of rich and poor : 

* Shed beg with John from door to door. 


« Forgive her, if it be acrime ; 
2 never do't another time. 
« She ne er before in all her life | 65 


* Once diſobey d him, maid nor wiſe. 
ſhe ſumm'd up all in, 


THE PROGRESS OF POETRY. 53 


How oft ſhe broke her marriage-vows 

In kindneſs to maintain her ſpouſe. | 
Till ſwains unwholeſome ſporPd the trade; 
For now the ſurgeons mult be paid, 

To whom 9 

In Chriſtian Juſtice due to John. 

When food and raiment now grew ſcarce, 95 


go 


Staines the old Blue Boar, 
| D and rogue — 100 


The PROGRESS of Po ETRx. 
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vapour 
high on wings of 


5 
He finging flies, and flyin fo 45 


The PROGRESS of BEAUTY. 


w_—_ the year 1720. 


HEN firſt Diana leaves her bed, 
 Vapours and ſteams her look diſgrace, 
A trowzy ditty-colour'd red 

Sits on her cloudy wrinkled face : 


But by degrees, when mounted high, 5 
Her artificial face appears Down 


Three colours, black, and red, and white, 


graceful in their proper place, 
nn 1 
They form a frightful hideous face : 


For inſtance, bw hp + tw 
Into the precincts of the 
And takes poſſeſſion of the lips, 
Leaving the purple to the noſe. 
So Celia went entire to bed, 
All her complexion ſafe and ſound ; 
But when ſhe roſe, white, black, and red, 
Though {ill in fight, had chang'd their ground. 
The black, which would not be confin'd, 
A more inferior ſtation ſceks, 
Leaving the fiery red behind, 
And mingles in her muddy cheeks, 


But Celia can with eaſe reduce, | 

By help of pencil, paint, and bruſh, 
Each -olour to its pace and ute, 

And teach her chceks again to bluſh. 


She knows kcr early ſelf no more ; 
But falPd with aimiration ſtands 
As other painters oft adore 
The workmanſhip of their own hands. 
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156 THE PROGRESS OF BEAUTY. 


Thus, after four important hours, 
. 
, which eav'nly rs 

el cauſe fark marvellous CR 


Venus, indulgent to her kind, 
Gave women all their hearts could wiſh, 
When firſt ſhe taught them where to find 
White lead and lufitanian f diſh. 
Love with white lead cements his wings : 
White lead was ſent us to repair 
Two brighteſt, brittleſt, earthly things, 
A lady's face, and China ware. 
Wy ng 0D WILKS OD s 
The window is her proper ſphere 
Ah lovely nymph ! be not too raſh, 
Nor let the beaux approach too near: 


Take pattern our fer ſtar; 
_ — 
When you are ſeen, be ſeen from far, 
When the materials all are gone; 
The beſt mechanic hand muſt tail, 
Where nothing's left to work upon. 


Matter, as wile logicians ſay, 


Cannot without a form ſubſiſt; - 


And form, ſay I, as well as they, 
Muſt fail, if matter brings no griſt. 

And this is fair Diana's caſe ; 
For all aſtrologers maintain, 

Each night a bit drops off her face, 
When mortals ſay ſhe's in her wane : 


+ Portugal. 
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For ſure, if thi 8 
Poor Celia, 90 
In vain expects a longer date 
To the materials of her face. 


When mercury her treſſes mows, 
To think of black-lead combs is vain : 


No painting can reſtore a zo/e, 95 
. 

Ye pow'rs who over love ! 
— rop ſo ſoon, 

If you would have us well ſupply d, 

Send us new nymphs with each a moon. oo 
„ Partridge and Gadbury wrote each an ephemeris. Howheſ. 
Endymion ; ſhepherd, of whom Diana to 

SA, — * —k 
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PETHOX the GREAT. 


2, Written in the year 1723. 
Venus born, thy beauty ſhows ; 
knows 


L 
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PETHOX THE GREAT. 


38 


The man of bus neſs muſt retire. 


The haughty miniſter of ſtate 
With trembling muſt thy leiſure wait; 


And, while his fate 


is in thy hands, 


The bus neſs of the nation ſtands. 


Thou dar' the 


greateſt prince attack, 


And, as an inſtance of thy 


35 


wy 
tow r: 


Incloſe him in a wooden 
With pungent pains on ev'ry ide, 
So Regulus in torments dy 


learn, 


72 
= 


From thee our youth all virtues 
Dangers i 


And w 


y 


* 


With temp'rance. 


and with fortitude ; 


hich all ills ſu 


With patience, w 


pports ; 


And ſecrecy, the art of courts. 


65 
But, 


The glitt ring beau could hardly tell, 
Without your aid, to read or ſpell, 


T Zubo, the owl. 


160 


PETHOX THE GREAT. 


161 J 


Sung at the CLus at Mr. Talis , the fign- of the | 
Dzarizr's Head in Truck-freet. 1 | 


—Fxegi Mans mentum re perennins. Hon ar. 


NEW SONGS. 
| 
| 
| 


| With nothing but pen, ink and paper. i 


II. 
| A ſpirit divine, 
| Ran through ev'ry line, 
And made all our hearts for to caper : 
He fav'd us our goods, 10 
And dumfounder'd Woods ; 
| HI. 
| We ne'er ſhall forget, | 
His judgment, or wit, | 
_— know, is a vapour ; 15 
We well may preſume, 
They'll monuments raiſe to the Drapier. 
135 w. 
When ſenators meet, 
They'll ſurely think fir 20 
To honour and praiſe the good Drapier ; # 
And ſheriffs combine, | 


| To thank him in well-written paper. 


— — > —_ — — — — — — - 


—— > — —ä—ẽ—hb— — 


lay by your loom, 
And the of the Drapier 
REBELS : 


But who could imagine that ſome men in place, 
Were for bringing this Drapier to ſhame and diſgrace ; 
Becauſe he had writ upon too nice a caſe, 
Which no 


That a | of this 


bd p on a for 
diſſolve them becauſe they thwarted his will, 
Which no body can deny, * 


—_— 


| "my 


| 
| 
| 


i forizhe, 


men w wit 
Which ns tooy «cr: deny, &c. 
And for the good things he has bruvgoyt Al, 
We here for a fign have tet up nis fe 25 
And wiſh we cou's ſet up his ftacue in hreis. 


W icli iu f aa can — 
Then, Taplin, fill out a aſs of be _ 
And let the king RN beak be rank bench gueſt, 
— rA is — 30 
Which a {dy car deny, &c. 
For Carteret's merit a bumper pre cc, 
Whoſe faithful report of our loyalty here, 
Moo dalled cur fors end roman Ve our fear. 34 
Which no les can deny, &c. 
The proteſtant intereſt abroad and at home, 
Our friends in this city, and thoſe on the Comb, 
Shall be pledg'd by all members in thi: club and room. 
Which za body con deny, &c. 
Make hafte, honeſt Taplin, and bring bother pot, 41 
The Drapier's good friends mutt not be forgot, 
While you have good liquor, or ve have: a groat. 


rr can deny. 


SON G III. 
I. 


F Dublin D 
Who 13 no 2 * | 


4 | 
544 egious hazards run; 

And ſo he ſet his country free, 
— — 


Ys 
To advance its wealth 
And had the ſimple natives 


and fame : 


1 
For oft he them admoniſm dd 
To mind the dra ping trade, 
And wear no manufactures 35 
But what themſelves had made: 


But whilſt by thoughtleſs mortals 
His ſchemes neglected 


og Some foes unto their country's weal, 
His perſon would betray. When 


36 


But, oh! the cure d ingratitude 


In ſaving of their land: 
They plotted, to deliver him 
Into the traicor's hand. 


IX. 
The Drapier, at this treatment 
| Was not a whit diſmay'd ; 


* 


But, for his country's ſafety, 
More than his own afraid: 
| He bravely ſent em word, 
| He'd ftand the brunt of all, 
It they wou d but ſecure the land, 
From Wood's fad brazen thrall. 


And with his health, next to the king's, 
Let glaſſes go all round. 


SS ON G I. 


O W we're free by nature, 
Let us all our power exert ; 
Since each human creature 
May his right affert. 
Chorus.) Fill bumpers to the Drapier, 
W hoſe convincing paper 
Set us, gloriouſly, 
From brazen fetters free. 
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His warm zeal inſpiꝰ d us | 
To withſtand our country's fate, 10 
Whilſt his writings fir'd us, 
Fer it was too late. Fill bumpers, &c. 
A true Roman ſpirit 
Fill bumpers, bee: 
Thus he bright in ſtory, q 


great Naffau once before, 
What could mortal more ? Fill bumpers, &c. 
All friends to the Dx arrgn, 


Who revere his worthy name, 
In honour to his 2472, 


his laſting fame. Fill bumpers, &c. 
= caſure, | 


Hen Wood had like t' have taken root, 

And canker'd all the nation, 

The Dx ay1Ex ſoon oppos'd his ſuit, 
And ſtemm'd his innovation. 

As when by winter's hoary chains 8 
The meadows are involv'd ; 


When Phoebus ſhines upon the plains 


They're by his rays diffolv'd. 
So, when the ier did maintain 
Our cauſe, to whom we're debtors, 19 
The fire of his heroic vein 
Deſtroy d our brazen fetters. 
Our liberty by him's reftor'd ; 
Wood's foild by his own rapier ; 
Nor owe we more to Naſſau's fword, 
Than to his pen and paper, 


—_— — 


— — 


| 
| 
| 
| 


165 ECHO ON WOMEN. 


_ Amidft his foes, the hero 


We'll dance like Phcebus, fing like Pan, 
And drink like Ariſtotle. 


* A gentle Ecno on Wome. 
In the Doric manner. 
Shepherd, L Cho, I ween, will in the woods 


reply, 
And quaintly anſwer queſtions: ſhall Itry? 


Echo, * 
Sd, What muſt we do our paſſion to 


V ne er lov'd be- 
fore ? Echo, Before. 
coca — — - by; them 
hat tos hes is 

> . 
Shepherd, Say, w _ 


Shepherd, When bought, queſtion, I ſhall be her Jear? 
no 

Echo, Her deer. 

Shepherd, But deer have horns ; how muſt I keep her 

under ? Echo, im 2 her under. 


Shepherd, How ſhall E hold her n&'er to par. afunder 


Echo, 4—/ under. 
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Shepherd, — 4 
Beer. 

What muſt I do, when woman will be kind ? 
Pig mak 1 do, when wa Nr 
Shepherd, What woman wi ? 
Echo, Be croſs. 

Shepherd, Lord ! what is ſhe that can ſo turn and wind? 
| Echo, ind. 
Shepherd, If ſhe be wind, what fills her when the blows? 
Shepherd, But if ſhe bang agai Gill hould 1 bang her; 
But 1 again, er; 

Shepherd, I there no way to moderte hr anger 7 


F. cho, Hang her. 

Shepherd, Thanks, gentle Echo : right thy anfwers tell, 
What woman is, aud how to guard her well, 

Echo, Guard ber well. 


Ee1Locus to a Pray for the benefit of the 
Weavers in Ireland, 1721. 


HO dares affirm this is no pious age, 
When charity begins to tread the {tage ? 
When actors, who at beit are hardly favers, 
Will give a vight of benefit to weavers? 
Stay,  ——'<: me fee, how fin.ly will it found ! 5 
Inprimis, from bis Grace f a hundred pound: 
Peers, clergy, gentry, all are — 
And then comes in the item of the actors : 


Vor. VI. I tem, 


+ Dr. William King, Archbiſhop of Dublin, 


——— cﬀ 


170 EPILOGUE TO A PLAY. 
Tem, the actors ere 


The poet had no more who made he play. 10 

But whence this wondrous charity in play'rs ? 
learn'd it not at ſermons, or at pray'rs. 

Under the roſe, ſince here are none but tricnds, 

To own the truth, we have ſome private ends. 

Since waiting-women, like exacting jades, 15 

Hold up the prices of their old brocades, 

We'll dreſs in manufactures made at home, 

Equip our kings and gen'rals at the Comb : || 
PIl rig in Meath-ſtreet Egypt's haughty queen; 5 

And Anthony ſhall court her in rateen. 20 

In blue ſhalloon ſhall Hannibal be clad, | 


And proud Roxana, fired with jealous rage, 25 

Wich fifty yards of crape ſhall (weep the age, | 

In ſhort, our kings and princeſſes within 

Are all refolv'd the project to begin; 

And you, our ſubjects, when you here reſort, 

Muſt imitate the faſhions ot the court. 30 
Oh! could I {ee this audience clad in ſtuff, | 

Though money's ſcarce, we ſhould have trade cnough. 

But chints, brocades, and lace take all away, 

And ſcarce a crown is left to ſee a play. 

Perhaps you wonder whence this triencſhip ſprings 33 

Between the weavers, and us playhauſe - kings. 

But wit and waving had the tame beginning; 

Pallas firſt taught us poetry and ſpinning. 

And next oblerve how this alliat ce fits, 

For weavers now are juit as poor as wits : 40 

Their brother quill men, workers tor the tage, 

For forry Ruff can get a crown a- page; 

But weavers v.ill be kinder to the pl:3'rs, | 

And ſell for twenty-pence a yard of theirs : And, 


A Erect in Dublin famous fur wocllen ma nufactures. 


— 
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And, to your knowledge, there is often leſs in 45 


The poet's wit, than in the player's drefling. 


EeiTapy on a Mises. 


Eneath this verdant hillock lies, 

Demar, the wealthy and the wiſe. 

His heirs, that he might ſafely reſt, 

Hav* put his carcaſe in %- 

The very cheſt, in which, they ſay, 5 
His other ſelf, his money, lay. 

And, if his heirs continue kind 

To that dear ſelf he left behind, 

dare believe, that four in five 

Will think his better half alive. 10 


To STzLLa, who collected and tranſcribed 


Written in the year 1720. 


S, when a lofty pile is rais'd, 
We never hear the workmen prais'd, 
Who bring the lime, or place the ſtones; 
But all admire Inigo Jones: | 
$2 it this pile of ſcatter d rizymes 5 
Saould be approv'd in after times, 


* If it both pleaſes and endures, 


The merit and the praiſe are yours. 

Thou, Stella, wert no longer young, | 
When firſt for thee my harp I itrang, | 16 
Without one word of Cupid's darts, 

Of killing eyes, or bleekeg hearts : 
With friendſhip and eſteem poſſeſt, 
ne er admitted love a gueſt. 


In all the habitudes of life, 15 
The friend, the miſtreſs, 4 the wife, _ 
2 


Variety 
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Variety we ſtill purſue, 

In pleaſure ſeek for ſomething new: 

Or elſe, comparing with the reſt, 

Take comfort, that our own is beft ; 

The beſt we value by the work, 

As tradeſmen ſhew their traſh at firſt :) 
t his purſuits are at an end, 

Whom Stella chuſes for a friend, 


Or 
Or 


ſend him in a peck of coals; 
Exalted in his mighty mind, 


Or, ſhould a porter make iries 
For Chloe, Sylvia, Phillis, tris. 

Be told the lodging, lane, and i 

The tow'rs that hold thoie — 22 $ 
Fair Chloe would perhaps be found 

With footmen tippling under ground; 
The charming S, lvia beating flax. 

Her ſhoulders mark'd with bloody tracks; 
Bright Phillis mending ragged {mocks ; 
And radiant Iris in the pcx. 


Theſc are the goudeſics inrolPd 
In Cuil”s collection, I new and old, 
Whale ſcoundrel fathers would not know em, 
If they thould meet them in a poem. 


A cnt word for ſtrong beer. 
Ses an a. count of Curll, in vol. 5. p. 318. 335. 


30 


35 


Tru: 


TOSTELLA 

True poets can depreſs and raiſe, 

Are lords of infamy and praiſe ; 

They are not ſcurrilous in fatire, 

Nor will in panegyric flatter. 

Unjaitiy poets we aſperſe : 

Truth ſkincs the brighter clad in verſe ; 
Aud all che fictions they purſue, : 
Do but inſinuate what is true, 

Naw, ſhould my prailes owe their truth 
To beauty, dreſs, or paint, or youth, 
What Stoics call without our pow'r, 
They could not be inſur d an hour: 
Twere grafting on an annual ſtock, 
That muſt our expectation mock, 
And, making one luxuriant ſhoot, 

Die the next year for want of root : 
Before I could my verſes bring, 
Perhaps you're quite another thing. 

So Mzvius, when he drain'd bis ſcull 

To celebrate ſome ſuburb-trull, 

His ſimilies in order fer, 

And ev'ry crambo he could get ; 

Had gone through all the common 

Worn out by wits, who rhyme on faces: 
Before he could his poem cloſe, 

The lovely nymph had loſt her noſe. 

Your virtues ſafely | commend ; 
They on no accidents depend: 

Let Malice look with all her eyes, 
She dares not ſay the poet lies. 


Stella, when you theſe lines tranſcribe, 


Left you ſhould take them for a bribe, 
Reſolv'd to mortify your pride, 


PiI here expoſe your w 
. 5 ſpirits kindle to a flame, 

ov'd with the lighteſt touch of blame; 
And when a friend in kindneſs tries 
To ſhew vou where vour error lies, 
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Conviction does but more incenſe ; 
uw is your whole 7 
judgment, wit, give p to ſpite, 

R eſs boch of 2 ＋ right; 
Your virtues all ſuſpended wait 
Till Time hath open'd Reaſon's gate; 
'And, what is worſe, your paſſion bends 
Its foi ce againſt your nex:eſt friends, 
Which manners, decency, and pride 
Have taught you from the world to hide : 
In vain ; for ſee, your friend hath brought 
To public light your only fault; 
And yet a fault we oftcn find | 
Mix'd in a noble gen'rous mind ; 
And may cumpare to Etna's fire, 
Which, though with trembling, all admire ; 
The heat that makes the ſummit glow, 
Enriching all the vales below. | 
Thoſe who in warmer climes complain 
From Phebus” rays they ſuffer pain, 
Muſt own, that pain is largely paid 
By = wines beneath a ſhace. 

et, when I find your paſſions riſe, 
And anger ſparkling in your eyes, 
I grieve thoſe ſpirits ſhould be ipent, 
For nobler ends by nature meant. 
One paſſion with a diff rent turn 
Makes wit inflame, or anger burn. 
So the ſun's heat with difFrrent pow'rs 
Ripens the grape, the liquor fours. 
Thus Ajax, when with rage poſſeſt 
By Pallas breath'd into his breaſt, 
His valour would no more employ, 


Which might alone have conquer d Troy; 


But, blinded by reſentment, ſeeks 

For vengeance on his friends, the Greeks. 
Tou think this turbulence of blood 
From ſtagnating preſerves the flood, 
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Which, thus ſermenting. by degrees 
Exalts the ſpirits, ſinks the lees. 130 
Stella, for once you reaſon wrong; 
For, ſhould this ferment laſt too long, 
By time ſubſiding, you may find 
Nothing but acid left behind. 
From paſſion you may then be freed, 135 
When p.ecviſhneſs and ſpleen ſuceeed. 
Say, Stella, when you copy next, 
Wil; you keep ſtrictly to the text? 
Dare you let theſe reproaches ſtand, 
And to your failing fet your hand ? 14> 
Or, if th-te lines your anger fre, 
Shall they in baſer flames expire ? 
Whene'er they burn, if burn they muſt, 
They'll prove my accuſation juſt. 


* STELLA to Dr. SwirT on his birth-day, 
Nov. 30, 1721. | 


T. Patrick's Dean, your country's pride, 
My early and my only — 

Let me among the reſt attend, 
Your pupil and your humble friend, 
To celebrate in female ſtrains 8 
The day that paid your mother's pains ; 
Deſcend to take that tribute due 
Ia gratitude alone to you. | When 


+ This poem ſhews tae delicacy of Stella's taſte. It is the on- 
ly remaining performance of that improved and lovely woman 
that I know of in the poetic ſtrain. It was given by Dr. Swift to 
a lady of his acquaintance, who had a great eſteem for the virtues 
and accompliſimeats of the amiable Stella, although ſhe never had 
the leaſt intimacy with her. The Doctor affured this lady, that 
it was a piece entirely genuine from the hands of Stella, without 
any. fort of correction what ſoever. Swift.———Sec Bens mots de 
Stella, in vol. 8. and her character in Dr. Swift's life, prefixed to 


vol. 1. 
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When men began to call me fair, 
You interpos'd your timely care ; 
You early taught me to deſpiſe 
The ogling of a coxcomb's eyes; 


Shew'd where my judgment was miſplac'd ; 


Kefin'd my fancy and m 
Behcld that beauty ju 


7 taſte. 
decay'd, 
Invoking art to nature's a d; 
Forſook by her admiring train, 

She ſpreads her tatter'd nets in vain ; 
Short was her part upon the ſtage ; 
Went ſmaothly on for half a page; 
Her bloom was gone, ſhe wanted art, 


As the ſcene chang'd, to change her par: : 


She. whom no lever could refatt, 
Before the ſecond act was hifg'd. 
Such is the fate of temale race 
With no endowments but a face ; 
Ec fore the thirti'th year of life 
A maid forlorn, or hated wife. 

Stella to you, her tutor, owes 
That ſhe has nc'er reſembled thoſe ; 
Ner was a burden to mankind 
With halt her courſe of years behind. 
Yau taught how I might youth prolong, 
By knewing u hat was right and wrong: 
Fiow trom mi n art to bring ſapplies 
©: luſtre tomy fading yes; 
Irn anteous mind repairs 
The icl> of chang'd or falling hairs : 
How wit and vir ue from within 
Send out a ſmoothneſs o'er the ſkin : 
Your lectures could my fancy fix, 
And I can pleaſe at thirty-ſix. 
The fight ot Chloe at fifteen, 
Coquetting, gives not me the ſpleen; 
The idol no of every fool 
Till time ſhall make their paſſions cool; 


13 
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35 


Then 


„ 
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1 Then tumbling > down time's hill, 
| While Stella holds her ſation ft . 
Oh! turn precepts into laws, 

| we Dry: {qa v7 > Þ per 50 
Retrieve loſt empire to our ſex, 
| Leng bo Gap Garages pou Wed, | 
Sacred to friendſhip, wit, mirth ; 

Late dying may you caſt a ſhred 55 
Of your rich mantle o'er my head ; 

| To bear with dignity my forrow, 

One day alone, then die to-morrow. 


| The Journal of a Moptrn Lapy. 


Written in 1728. 


was a moſt unfriendly part 
In you, who ought to know my heart, 
So well acquainted with my zeal 
For all the female common ea 
How could it come into your mind 5 
To pitch on me, of all mankind, 
Againit the ſex ta write a ſatire, 
And brand we for a woman-hater? 
-” On me, who think them ail fo fair, 
They rival Venus to a hair; 10 
- There viriues never ceav'd t) ling, 
S.uce fvit | learn'd to tune a ſtring? 
Methinks. I hear the ladics cry, 
Will he his character belie ? 
Mut nerer our raifortures end? 5 
And have we loft our only friend? 
Ah, lovely nymphs, remove your fears, 
No more let fall thoſe precious tears 
[ Soner ſhall, &c. 5 
. Here ſer cr al verſes art unit ted. 
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The hound be hunted by the hare, 
Than I turn rebel to the fair. 


"Twas ycu engag'd me firſt to write, 
Then gave the ſubject out of ſpite : 
The journal of a modern dame 
Is by my promiſe what you claim. 

My word is paſt, I muſt fubmit ; 
And yet perhaps you, may be bir. 
T but trinfcribe ; for not a line 
Of all the fatire ſhall be mine. 


CompelFd by you to tag in rhymes 
The common of the times, 
Of modern times, the guilt is yours, 
And me my innocence fecures. 
Unwilling muſe, begin thy lay, 

1 he — a female day. 


By nature turn's to play the rake well, 
(As we ſhall ſhew you in the ſequel,) 
he modern dame is wak'd by noon, 
{Some authors fav, not quite to ſoon,) 
Becauie, though fore againſt her will, 
She ſat all night up at Quadril e. 

She ſtretches, gapes, unglues her eyes, 
And afks if it be time to riſe; 

Ot headach and the iplecn complains ; 
And then to cool her — brains, 


Her night-gown and her flippers brought her, 


Takes a large dram of citron water. 
Then to her laſs; and, Betty, pray 
+ Don't I lock frightfully to day? 

*« But was it not confounded hard? 

„ Well, if Tcrer touch a card! 

&* Four mattadorcs, and loſe cedille ! 

*« Depend upon't, I never will. 

% But run to Tom, and bid him fix 

« The ladies here to night by fix.” 


35 
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50 


5 
Madam, 


A MODERN LADY. 


Madam, the goldſmith waits below ; 
He ſays, his buſineſs is to know 

If you'll redeem the ſilver .. ; a 
He keeps in pawn ?—* Why, ſhew him up. 
Your dreſling-plate he'll be content 

To take, for int reſt cent per cent. 
And, Madam, there's my Lady Spade 
Hath ſent this letter by her maid. 

« Well, I remember wha: ſhe won ; 
« And hath ſhe ſent fo ſoon to dun? 
Here, carry down thoſe ten piſtoles 
« My huſband left to pay for cuals : 

« [ thank my ſtars, they all are light; 
« And | may have revenge to night.” 
Naw loitring ver her tea and cream, 
She enters on her uſual theme; 

Her laſt night's i ſucceſs repeats, 

Calls Lady Spas a hundred cheats: 
Sue flipt Spadillo in her breaſt, 

„ Taen thought to turn it to a jeſt: 

* There's Mrs. Cut and ſhe combine, 
* And to each other give the fign.” 
Through ev'ry game purſues her tale, 
Like hunters o'er their evining-ale, 


Now to anther ſcene give 
Enter the folks with filks and lace : 
Freſn matter for a world of chat, 
Right Indian this, right Mechlin that: 
Obierve this pattern; there's a ſtuff ; 
I can have cuſtomers cnough. 
Dear madam, you are grown ſo hard 
Tnis lace is worth twelve pounds a- yard: 
Madam, it there be truth in man, 
L never fold fo cheap a fan, 


This bus'neſs of importance o'er 
And madain oe dieſs'd by tour, 
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The foorman, in his uſual phraſe, 
Comes up with, madam, dinner !tays. 
She anſwers in her uſual ſtyle, 

The cook muſt keep it back a while: 
I never can have time to drels ; 

* No woman GT ING IDES : 
« Pm hurried fo, it makes me fick; 
* I wiſlrthe dinner at Old Nick.” 

At table now the acts her part, 

Has all the dinner-cant by heart: 
I thought we were to dine alone, 

* My dcar ; for ſure, if I had known 
This company would come to day— 
But really tis my ſpouſe's way; 

«© He's ſo unkind, he never ſends 

* To tell when he invites his friends : 
l wiſh ze may but have enough.” 
And while with all this paltry Ruff 
She fits tormenting ev'ry gueſt, 


Nor gives her tongue one moment's reſt, 


In phraſes batter'd, ſtale, and trite, 
Which modern ladie- call polite ; 
You ſe the booby fic 

Ia admiration at her wit ! 


But let me now a while ſurvey 
Our madam c'er her ev'ning-tea ; 
Surrounded with her noiſy clans 
Of prudes, _— and harridans ; 
When, frighted at the clam'rous crew, 
Away the god of Silence flew, 
And fair Diſcretion leſt the place, 
And Modeity with bluſhing face: 
Now euters overweening Pride, 
And Scandal ever gaping wide; 
Hypocriſy with frowu ſevete, 
Scurril:ty with gibing air; 
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Rude Langbrer ſeeming like to burſt, 
And Malice * judging worſt; 
nd Vanity wi -glaſs, 

2 — Ir braſs ; 
And ſtudy'd Affectation came, 

Each limb and feature out of frame; 
While Rrorance, with brain of lead, 
Flew hov'ring o'er each female head. 


Why ſhould I aſk of thee, my muſe, 
An hundred tongues, as poets uſe, 
When, to give ev'ry dame her due, 

An hundred thouſand were too few ? 

Or, how thould |, alas ! relate 

The ſum of all their 1 nem 

Their innuendos, hints, and ers, 
Their meanings lewd, and double entendres ? 
Now comes the gen'ral ſcandal-charge ; 
What ſome invent, the reſt =”. 
And, Madam, if it be a lie, ks ; 
„ You have the tale as cheap as I: 

*I muſt conceal my s name; 

„% But now tis known to common fame 


Say, fooliſh females, bold and blind, 
Say, by what fatal turn of mind, 
Are you on vices moſt ſevere, 
Wherein yourſelves have greateſt ſhaze ? 
Thus cv'ry fool herſelf deludes ; | 
The prude condemns the abſent prudes: 
Mopta, who itinks her ſpouſe to death, 
Accuſes Chloe's tainted breath; 
Hircina, rank with ſwear, preſumes 
To cenſure Phillis for pertumes ; 
While crooked Cynthia ſneering ſays, 
That Florimel wears iron ſtays: 
Chloe, of every coxcomb jealous, 
Admires how girls can taſk with fellows, 
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And, full of indig nation, frets, | 
That women ho > ſuch c:quets:; 165 
Iris, for ſcandai i notorious, 

Cries, Lorc, the is fo cenſorious ! 

And Rufa, with her combs of lead: 

Whiſpers that Sippho's hair is red: 

Aura, whoſe tongue you hear a mile hence, 170 
Talks half a day in praiſe of ſilence: 

And Sylvia, tull of inward guilt, | 
Calls Amoret an arrant jilt. 


— 


Now voices over voices riſe, 

While each to be the loudeſt vies ; N 
con:radiet, affirm, diipute, 

No ſingle tongue one moment mute; 

All mad to ſpeak, and none to hearken, 

They ſet the very lap-dog barking ; 

Their chatt'ring makes a louder din 180 

Than ſiſhwives o'er a cup of gin: 

Not ſchoolboys at a barring - out 

Rais d ever ſuch inceffant ruut : 

The jumbling particles of matter 

In chaos made not ſuch a clatter ; 185 

Far leſs the rabble roar and rail, | 

When drunk with four election- ale. 


Nar do they truſt their tongue alone, 
But ſpeak a language of their own ; 
Can read a nod, a ſhrug, a look, 190 
Far better than a printed book ; 
Convey a libel in a frown, 
And wink a reputation down; 
Or, by the tohng of a fan, 
Deſcribe the lady and the man. 195 


But fee, the female club diſbands, 

Each twenty viſits on her hand-. 

Now all alone poor Madam fi:s 

In vapours and kyſteric firs : * And 


« And was not Tom this morning ſent ? 
« Fd lay my life he never went: 

« Paſt and not a living ſoul ! 

« | might by this have won a vole.” 

A dreadtul interval of ſpleen ! 

How ſhall we paſs the time between ? 

« Here, Betty, let me take my drops : 

« And feel my pulſe, I know it ſtops: 


This head of mine, Lord, how it ſwims! 


« And ſucha pain in all my limbs!“ 
Dear Madam, try to take a nap —— 
But now they hear a footman's 

« Go ran, and light the ladies u 
© It muſt be one before we ſup. 


The table, cards, and counters ſet, 
And all the gameſter-ladies met, 
Her ſpleen and fits recover d quite, 
Our Madam can fit up all night; 


. 
* 
. 
* 


« Whoever comes, Fm not within.” äↄ 


Auadrillès the word, and ſo begin. 


How can the muſe her aid impart, 
Untkill'd in all the terms of art? 
Or in harmonious numbers put 
The deal, the ſhuffle, and the cut? 
The ſuperttitious whims rclate, 
That fill a female gameiter's pate? 
What agony of foul the feels | 
To jec a knave's inverted heels ? 
She draws up card by card to find 
Good fortune peeping from behind; 
With panting heart, and earneſt eyes, 
In hope to lee Spadilh riſe: 
In vain, a as! her hope is fed; 
She draws an ace, and ſees it red. 
In ready counters never pays, 


But pawn; her ſnuf-box, rings, and keys; 


A MODERN LADY. 
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' Ever 
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Ever with ſome new fancy ſtruck, 

Tries twenty charms to mend her luck. 

This morning, when the ana came, 

*I faid I ſhould not win a game. 

* This odious chair, how came I ſtuck in't? 
« I think I never had good luck in't. 

* Pm fo uneaſy in my ſtays ; 

* Your fan a moment, if you pleaſe. 
Stand further, girl, or get you gone ; 

* I always loſe when you look on.” 
Lord ! Madam, you have loſt codille : 
I never ſaw you 2 bncy 


«< Nay, Madam, give me leave to ſay 
55 2 „LN away; 
Trickſey play 2 


eee. 

I ſaw you touch your wedding 

« Before my Lady call'd a king: a 

66 >= ke a word began with H, 
— 42 

1 — held the kin of hearts ; 

a Pie, Madam, leave theſe ittle arts.” 

That's not ſo bad as one that rubs 

Her chair to call the king of clubs, 

And makes her partner underſtand 

A maitadore is in her hand. 

* Madam, you have no cauſe to flounce, 

I ſwear I ſaw you thrice renounce.” 

As Si 1 done when 

Inſtead of five you ſcor'd me ten. 
here has got a mark ; 

A child may know it in the dark : 

I gueſs the hand; it ſeldom fails: 

I wiſh ſome folks would pair their nails. 


While thus they rail, and ſcold, and ſtorm, 
It paſſes but for common form ; 


3 
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And conſcious that they all ſpeak true, 
They give each other but their due, 
It never inte the game, 

Or makes them ſenſible of ſhame. 275 


The time too precious now to waſte, 
And 22 up in haite, 
As if had but juſt begun. 
But I ſhall not again repeat, 
How oft they ſquabble, ſnarl, and cheat. 
—— > - - wag 
4 nor 94 ochck. 
let us play the other round.” 285 
Now, al} in haſte they huddle on 
Their hoods and cloaks, and get them gone ; 
But firſt the winner muſt invite 
The company to-morrow- night. 
Unlucky Madam, left in tears, 290 
(Who now again Quadrille forſwears,) | 
Steals to her fleeping ſpouſe to bed. 


The CounTay-Lirs. 


Part ofa ſummer ſpent at the houſe of Gone Rocu- 
roar, Eſq; 
Written in the year 1723. 
Halia, tell in ſober | 
How George, Nim, Dean, paſs their days. 
Begin, my muſe. Firit from our bow'rs 
We fally forth at diff rent hours; 
At feven the Dean, in night-gown dreſt, 5 
Goes round the houſe to wake the reſt ; 
Ac nine, grave Nim and George facetious 
Go to the Dcan to read Lucretius; At 


3 


| . 
Þ 
* 
| 
1 
| 
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At ten, my Lady comes aud heftors, 

And kiſſes George, and ends our lectures; 10 
And when ſhe has him by the neck faſt, 

Hawls him, and ſcolds us down to breakfaft. 

We er there an hour or more, 

And then all hauds, boys to the oar, | . 
All, heteroclite Dan except, | 15 
Who neither time nor order kept, 

But, by particular r 2 

Peeps in the ponds to look for ſpawn; 
Oerſees the work, or Dragon |] cows, 

Or mars a text, or mends his hoſe ; 20 


| 


From the four elements aſſembling, 

Warn'd by the bell, all folks come trembling: 

From airy garrets ſome deſcend, 25 

Some from the lake's remoteſt end: | | 

My Lord and Dean the fire forſake, 

Dan leaves the earthly ſpade and rake : 

The loirrers quake, no corner hides them, 

— y Betty ſoundly chides them. 30 
ow water's brought, and dinner's done: | 

Wich church ard king the Lady's gone; 

(Not reck'ning half an hour we pals 

In talking oer a mod' rate g aſs 

Dan, growing drowſy, like a thief 35 

Steals off to doſe away his beef; 

And this muſt paſs for reading Hammond 

While George and Dean go to backgammon. 

George, Nim, and Dean ict out at four, 

Ard then again, boys, to the oar. 40 

But when the fun goes to the deep, 

(Not to diſturb him in his ſleep, 

Or make a rumbling o'er his head, 

His candle out, and he abcd,) We 


* My Lord Chief B.:on': ſmaller boat. 
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We watch his motions to a minute, 
And leave the flood, when he goes in it. 
Now tinted in the ſhort'ning day, 

We go to pray'rs, and then to play, 
Till ſupper comes; and after that 

We fir an hour to drink and chat. | 50 
Tis late the old and younger pairs, 


By Adam f lighted, walk up ſtairs. 


The weary Dean goes to his chamber; 
And Nim and Dan to garret clamber, | 
So when the circle we have run, 55 
The curtain falls, and all is done. 

I might have mention d fev'ral facts, 
Like epiſodes between the acts; 


60 
For brevity I have retrench'd, 
in the lake the Dean was drench'd : 
It would be an exploit to brag on, 65 
How valiant George rode o' er 
4 Ca 
70 
75 
Explaining, ſtrikes o dumb : 
Or how his wife, «4 ber ht 
(But now there need no more be faid on't,) 80 
Shews 


+ The butler. 
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Shews all her ſecrets of ; 
For candles how ſhe trucks her dripping ; 
Was forc'd to fend three miles for yeaſt, 
rr 
every thing that you can think of, 
How ſhe cur'd Tranny of the chincough ; 
What gave her brats and pigs the meaſles, 
And how her doves were kill'd by weaſels ; 
How Jowler howPd, and what a fright 
She had with dreams the other night. 


pains ; 
Of ſparrows tam'd, and nuts innumerable 
To choak the girls, and to conſume a rabble? 
But you, who are a ſcholar, know 
How tranfient all things are below, 
How prone to change is human life! 
Laſt night arriv'd Clem. || and his wife 
This grand event hath broke our meaſures ; 
Their reign began with cruel ſeizures: 
The Dean muſt with his quilt ſupply 
Ihe bed in which thoſe tyrants lie. 


+ Mr. Rochfort's father. 5 Atory news- writer. 
! Mr, Cl-ment Barry. 


Nim 
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(My Lady ſays, the can't afford one ;) 
George is half ſcar'd out of his wits, 

For Clem. gets all the dainty bits. 120 
Henceforth a diff rent ſurvey, 

This houſe will ſoon turn topſy-turvey : 

They talk of further alterations, 

Which cauſes many ſpeculations. 
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of Written in the year 1728. 


DERMOT, SHEELAH. 


Nymph and ſwain, Sheclab and Dermot hight, 
Who wont to weed the court of Gosford Kaight,” 

While each with ſtubbed knife remov'd the roots 

That rais'd between the ſtones their daily ſhoots ; 

As at their work they fat in counter view, 5 

Wich mutual beauty ſmit, their paſſion grew: 

Sing, heavenly muſe ! in ſweetly- flowing ftrain, 

The foft endearments of the nymph and ſwain. 


Der. My love to Sheelah is more firmly fix, 
Tnan ſtrongeſt weeds that grow theſe ſtones betwixt : 
My ſpud theſe nettlestrom the ſtones can part, 11 
No knite fo keen to weed thee from my heart. 


She. My love for gentle Dermot faſter 
Than yen tall dock that riſes to thy noſe. 
Cut down the dock, twill ſprout again; but oh! 1g 
Love rooted out, again will never grow, 


Der. No more that bri'r thy tender legs ſhall rake ; 
(1 ipare the thiflle for Sir Arihur's f fake.) 


Sir Arthur Acheſon, whoſe great grandfather was Sir Archi» 
vali of Gosford in Scotland. 


I Who is a great lover of Scotland. 


kg? 
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are the ſtones; take thou this ruſhy mat ; 

The bum will bruiſe with fitting 2- 
She. Thy breeches torn behind ſtand gaping wide ; 

This petticoat ſhall ſave thy dear backſide : 

Nor need I bluſh, although you feel it wet ; 

Dermot, I vow, tis nothing elſe but ſweat. 


Der. At an old ſtubborn root I chanc'd to tug, 25 
When the Dean threw me this tobacco plug; 
A longer ha'-p'orth never did I ſee ; 

This, deareſt Sheelah, thou ſhalt ſhare with me. 


She. In at the door this morn I ſlipt, » 
And from the a charming cruſt I whipr; 30 
Dennis F was out, and I got hither ſafe ; 
And thou, my dear, ſhalt have the bigger half. 


Der. When you faw Tady at long-bullets play, 
You fat and lous d him all the ſun-ſhine day. 
How could you, Sheelah, liſlen to his tales, 35 
Or crack ſuch lice as his between your nails ? 


She. When you with Oonah ſtood behind a ditch, 

I peep'd, and ſaw you kiſs the dirty bitch. 

Dermot, how could you touch thoſe nalty fluts ! 

I almoſt wift'd this ſpud were in your guts. 40 


Der. If Oonah once I kiſs d: forbear to chide : 
Her aunt's my goſſip by my father's fide : 
But if I ever touch her lips again, 
May 1 be doom'd for life to weed in rain. 


$he. Dermot, I iwear though Tady's locks could hold 
Ten thouſand lice, and ev'ry louſe was gold, 40 
Him on my lap ycu never more ſhould ſee; 
Or may I loſe my weeding-knife——and thee. 


Der. Oh! could I earn for thee, my lovely laſs, | 
A pair of brogues to bear thee dry to mals ! 2 
| vr 


+ Sir Arthur's butler. 
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But ſee where Norah with the ſowins come 
Then let us riſe, and rſt our weary bums. 


Mary the Coox-Maip's Letter to Dr. 


SHERIDAN. 
Written in the year 1723. 


ELL, if ever I ſaw ſuch another man fince my 
mother bound my head! 

You a gentleman ! marry come up, I wonder where you 
were bred, 

Lam ſure ſuch words does not become a man of your 
cloth ; 

I would not give ſuch language to a dog, faith and 
troth. 

Tes, you calPd my maſter a knave : fie, Mr. Sheridan! 
"us a hame 5 

For a pariſon, who ſhould know better things, to come 
out with ſuch a name: 

Knave in your teeth, Mr. Sheridan ! 'tis both a ſhame 
and a fin ; 

And the Dean my maſter is an boneſter man than you 
and all your kin: 

He has more goodneſs in his little finger, than you have 


in your whele bady: 


My matter is a rer:2nable man, and not a fpindle-ſhank'd 
hoddy-dodcy. 10 
And now, whereby I find you would fain make an ex- 
cule, | 


Becauſe my after one day, in anger, cal d you goole ; 
Which, and | am ſure, I have been his tervant four years 
unce October, 


And he ow calls me worle than jezcet heart, drunk or 


Not 
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Not that 1 3 
m knouledęe, 


| Though you and your come-rogues keep him out fo late 


i: your wicked college. 


nag ann cetera. coma A Chriſtian eat 


a apes pa to be a gooſe or an 


But that” : much as to ſay, that my maſter ſhould die 
befcre ye 

Well, well, char as God pleaſes ; . 

© + ire 

And fo I wold = >, and tell = 
W, her ewe) ? n 

a REIN: we erate. 

_ __ tell truth, and ſhame 


a but I think gentlefoiks ſhould 
Beſides, _ -. fault with our victuals one day that 
ou was here; 25 


I remember it was on a Tueſday, of all days in the year. 
And Saunders the man ſays you are always jeſting and 


mocking : 

Mary, hy ons. amend 
8 

My malter is ſo fond of that miniſter that keeps the 


ſchoul—— 
I though. my matter a wiſe man, but that man makes 
0. him a fool. 30 
Saunders, ſaid I, I would rather than a of ale 
He would come into our kitchen, I would pin a 


diſhclout to his tail. 
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And now I muſt go, and get Saunders to direct this 


letter; 

For I write but a ſad fcraw!; but my ſiſter Marget ſhe 
writes better. 

Well, but I muſt run and make the bed, before my ma- 
ſter comes from pray'rs ; : 35 

And ſee now, it ſtrikes ten, and I hear him coming up 


Whereof I could ſay more to your verſes, if I could write 
written hand : _ 3 

And fo | remain, in a civil way, your to com- 
mand, Max x. 


A Diarocu between Mad Murllmm and 
TimoThry. * 


Written in the year 1728. 


M. I Own, *tis not my bread and butter; 


There's hardly twenty to be found ; 


To our. illuſtrious houſe of Hanover; 3 
From all their conduct this is plain; 


And then 

T. 6 damn the liars again. 
Did not an Earl but lately vote, 
To bring in (I could cut his thront) 


* See Tim and the fables, in vol. 7. p. 66. 


—— — — — — 2 
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E. 
e to ſettle, 
-kettle. 


a 
Was more abhorr'd and ſcorn'd by thoſe 
With whom he ferv'd, than by his foes; 
So thou art grown the deteitation 45 
Of all thy party through the nation: Thy 


® Sir Martin Marall is a character in one of Dryden's comedies. 
Sir Martin vis: '-renade his mifttets ; but as ke could not play, 
hie man un ie took to condcal himſelt, and do it for kim, while he 
ſhould tb um rhe inſtrument; but this ingenious projet miſcarried, 
by the Enight's continuing Eis exerciie when the muſic was at ar 
end. H 


* 

To thy own fide ſo damn'd a nuiſance, 
That when they have you in their eye, 
As if the devil drove, they fly. 

T. My good friend Mullinix, forbear ; 
I vow to G, you're too ſevere : 
If it could ever yet be known 
I took advice, except my own, 
It ſhould be yours: but d my blood, 
I muſt purſue the public good : 
The faction (is it not notorious ?) 
Keck at the n of gloricus : 
"Tis true; nor I to be told, 
My quondam friends are grown ſo cold, 
That ſcarce a creature can be found 
To prance with me his ſtatue round. 
The public ſafety, I foreſee, 
Henceforth depends alone on me; 
And while this vital breath I blow, 
Or from above, or from below, 
PII ſputter, ſwagger, curſe, and rail, 
The Torics terror, ſcourge, and flail. 

M. Tim, you miſtake the matter quite ; 
Tne Tories! you are their delight ; 
And thouid you act a diffrent part, 


Be grave and wite, twould break their heart. 


Why, Tim, you have a taſte | know, 
And often tee a puppe: HH : 
Oblerve, the audience is in pain, 
While Punch is hid cm ſcene: 

K 2 


35 


8 


wi 


— — 
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15 


He gets 

PILE 

The reaſon why, no mortal knows: 
In doleful ſcenes that break our heart, 
Punck comes, like you, and lets a f—t 
. made of wood, 


How well are the ſpectators pleas d! 
Who in the motion have no ſhare, 
But purely come to hear and ſtare; 
Have no concern for Sabra's ſake, 
Which gets the better, faint or inake, 
Provided Punch (for there's the jeſt) 
Be ſoundly maul'd, and plague the reſt. 
2 
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110 


115 
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Thus, Tim, philoſopers ſuppoſes, 
The world conſiſts of puppet- ſhows ; 
Where petulant conceited fellows 
Perform the part of Punchinelloes : 
So at this booth, which we call Dublin, 
Tim, thou'rt the Punch to ſtir up troubl” in; 
You wriggle, fidge, and make a rout, 
ded og — 8 

un on in a perpetual rou 
To teaſe, * diſturb, confound, 
Intrude with monkey grin and clatter 
To interrupt all ſerious matter, 

Are grown the nuiſance of your clan, 


125 


IS this coil her bet hanger? 
Tories muſt have all the ſport, 
I fear you'd be diſgrac'd at court. 


7. Git? D—— my blood, I frank my letters, 14; 


Walk before 


Neer hold my peace, and ne'er ſtand ſtill : 150 


155 
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Conſume my vitals ! they 


198 A DIALOGUE BETWEEN 


1 

bet hoſe my poort | 

And when I damn my foul to plague em, 
Am, as you tell me, but their maygame ; 
Hands how, 


ory raicals be ed, 
I ſwear them diſaffected? 


1 deſtin'd at thy chops : 
ſteps, and coPnePs air, 
Allure the cinder-picking fair. 
M. No more——in mark of true affection, 
I take thee under my protection: 
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Thy are good, tis not deny d: 


[ wiſh they had been well apply d. 200 
But now obſerve my counſel, (viz. ) 
| habit to your phyzZ 3 
* 
210 
That wig, 
Have it ſo 
"Twill be 
When I | 
| You'll find it well prepar'd to take 215 
The of toupee or ſnake. | 
Thus d alike from top to toe, 
That is whi 
ö When 
Il lead 220 
Be careful 
| U 
ö 
225 
? 3 Then at our leiſure well be witty, 
And in the ſtreets divert the city: 230 
The ladies from the windows gaping, 
| The children all our motions aping. 
| Your converſation to refine, 
; Chee hots, whe angieg che pers 
ce pirits, W their 23 
To amd wall b hdd ow; Some 
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We ſcorn, for want of talk, to jabber 
Of parties o'er our boxny-clabber : | 
Nor are we ſtudious to inquire, 

Who votes for manors, who for hire : 
Our care is to improve the mind 

With what concerns all human kind ; 
The various ſcenes of mortal life, 
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Extempore VERSES written at Cheſter, 


1726. 


A — 12 — 

t yet the ſeripture you 
By 1 walking circumſpectly. 

The Church and Clergy, here no doubt, 
Are very much a-kin ; 

Red wondering aewithtens, 
* ACLID | 


Ep1G6RAam, on ſeeing a worthy prelate go 
of St. A church, in the te of Zur, 


ſervice, to wait on his Grace the D. of 
D——— on his arrival. 


ORD Pam in the church (could you think it ?) 
kneePd down; 

But when told the Lieutenant was juſt come to town, 
His /ation deſpiſing, unaw'd by the place, 

He flies from his God to attend on his Grace 

To the court it was fitter to pay his devotion, 5 
Since Gad had no hand in his Lordſhip's prometion. 


* EpicR AM from the French. 


IR, I admit your gen ral rule, 


That ev'ry is a fool: 
gut you yourſelf may farve t9 ſhow it, 
That ey fool i not » poet 
K 5 '_ ®EprrTarn 


T Round the Walls. 
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* EpiTayn on Fax ancis CnARTRES. + 


Ere continueth to rot 
The of FRANCIS THARTRES; 
Who, with an I FLEXiBLE CONSTANCY, 
And 1n1MITABLE UNXIFOKMITY of life, 
PR $15T iv, -\ 
In ſpite of act and inFiewiTIES, 
9 of EVERY HUMAN VICE; 
epting prodigality and Hypocriſy : 
His inſatiable avazice —— him — the firſt, 
His matchleſs ur ubzxe from the ſecond. 


ö 

| 

| 

| | Nor was he more fingular 

li In the undevisting pravity of his manners, 
| | 

| 


In accumulating WEALTE : 
For, without TRADE r PROFES510N, \ 
i | Without rast of PUBLIC mMoNnEY, 
10 And without a IBI VNA Tu Y ſervice, 
He acquired, or more properly created, 
A minisTERIAL ESTATE. He 


When he was an enſign in the army, he was drummed out of the 
regiment fur a cheat; he was next tanifhed Bruſſels, and drummed 
out of Ghent, on the fame account. Aſter an hundred tricks at the 
gaming-tables, he took to lending of money at exorbitant intereſt, and 
on great penalties, accumulating premium. intercft, and capital into 
| [4 a new capital, and ſeizing to a minute waen the payment: became 
due. Ina word, by a conſtant attention tothe vices, wants, and fol- 


f 
+ Fo. CATS was a man iniamous for all manner of vices. | 


lies of mankind, he acquired an immenſe fortune. His houſ: wasa 

etual bawdy houſe. He was twice condemned for raves, and par- 
doned ; but the laſt time not without impriſonment in Neue, and 
large confiſcations. He die in Scotland in 1731, td cz. The 
populace à his funeral raiied a great riot, almoſt tore the t ody out of 
the coffin, and caſt dead dogs, &c. ite the grave along with it. This 
epitaph contains his character, very july drawn by Dr. Arouth- 
1 nott.—— This gentleman was worth ſcren thouſand pounds a-qcur 
1 eftate in land, and about one hundred thouſand in money. Fope. 
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He was the only perſon of his time, 
Who could cuzar without che maſk of wonesTY. 
R-tain his primeval ANN ESO 
of Tux Tous an a-year ; 


When 


And having daily deſerved the Gian v for what he 4ig, 


condemned to it for what he could not do. 
=) Oh ＋ reader 
Think not his life uſeleſ to mankind ! 
PrxoOvIDENCE conniv'd | at his execrable deſigns, 
0 To give to after ages 
A conſpicuous PROOF and EXAMPLE, 
Of how ſmall eſti mation is &x0RBITANT WEALTH 
In the fight of GOD, 
By his beſtowing it on the moſt unworTuyY of ALT 
MorTaLs. 


Was at 


® Toannes jacet hic Miranduls cetera norunt 
Et : oh pry ona — for/an et Antipodes. 


Applied to FRANCIS CHAR TRES. 


ERE Francis Chartres lies —— be civil ! 
The reſt God know perhaps the devil. 


„% 

complains, that God has given 

Ta his poor babe a life ſo ſhort : 

Conſider, Peter, he's in heaven; 
"Tis good to have a friend at court. 


Y 


*ANOQOTHEMR 


OU beat your pate, and fancy wit will come : 
Knock as you pleaſe, there's no body at home. 


* EPITAPH. 


See vol. 8. p. 7. 


— 
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then, poor G—— lies under ground 
5o there's an endof henth Jack. 

So little juſtice here he found, 

"Tis ten to one he'll ne er come back. 


® Epictan, on the toaſts of the kit kat club. 
| Anno 1716. | 


Hence deathlefs i- lat took its name, 
Few cnitics can unriddle ; 
co paſtry-cook it came, \ 
And from cat and fiddle. 
From no trim beaux its name it boaſts, 5 
Grey ſtateſmen, or green wits ; 
But from this pell-mcll pack of toaits 
Of old cats and young #its. 


s fame with men, by cuſtom of the nation, 
Is call'd in women only tation : 

About them both why keep we ſuch a ? 

Part you with one, and Pl renounce the other. 


®* VensEs to be placed under the picture of Ex TAD 


Anxcn- Porr; containing a complete catalogue of 
his works. 


EE who ne'er was nor will be half-read ! 
Who firſt fung Arthur, — 1 9 
Prais'd great Eliza yg i 

Till all true Engli Dove, ths Hang her! 


i Two heroic poems in folio, twenty books. 
Heroic pogms in twelve books. 
Heroic poems ia folio, ten books. 


* Toa Lavy, with the Temple of Fame. 


_ 


i 
<4 
| 


* Paraphraſe of the canticles of Moſes and Deborah, &c. 
The Lamentations. 
It The whole book of Job, a poem, in folio. 


if 206 De. SWIFT TO Ms. POPE. 


Shall William dub his better end ? + 

j Or Marib'rough ferve him like à friend ? 

* No, none of theſe——heav'n ſpare his life ! 
14 But ſend him, honeſt Job, thy wife. 


Dr. Swirr to Ma. Porz, while he was writing f 
the DuNCIAD. 


has the talent well to ſpeak, 
But not to reach the ear; 

is loudeſt voice is low and weak, 
The Dean too deaf to hear. 


A while they on each other look, - 
Then rent ſtudies chuſe ; 
The Dear fits plodding on a book, | 


Pope walks, and courts the mule. 


Now backs of letters though 'd 

For thoſe who more will need em, 10 
Are fill'd with hints, and interlin d, 

Himſelf can hardly read em. 


Each atom by fome other firuck, 
All turns and motions tries: 

Till in a lump together ftuck, 12 

Behold a poem rile ! , 


Yet to the Dean his ſhare allot, 
He claims it by a cannon 
That without which a thing is not, 
Is cauſa fine qua non. 20 


Thus, Pope, || in vain you boaſt your wit; 
For, had cur deaf divine | 
Been for „our converſation fit, 
You had not writ a line. Of 
+ Kick bim on the breech, not knight him on the ſhoulder. 
A turn is given tothis inci in bi 
= £4 - 9 incident by Ms. Pope, —_— 


BOUNCE TO FOP. 207 
25 


Of thus for preaching fam'd 

ſexton reaſon'd well ; 

And juſtly half the merit claim'd, 
Becauſe he rang the bell. 


* BOUNCE to FOP. 


An epiſtle from a dog at Twickenham to a dog 
at court. 


thee, ſweet Fop, theſe lines I ſend, 
Who, though no ſpaniel, am a friend. 


Though once my tail in wanton 


Now triſking this and then that way, 


Charc'd with a touch of juſt the tip | 5 
To hurt your lady. lap-dog-ſhip : 

Yet thence to think Fd bite your head off! 
Sure Bounce is one you never read of. 
Fop! 
Can 
And (What's 


Fie, naughty Fop ! where-c'er you come 15 
To fart and pifs about the room, 
2 

when | not * 
The work that envy or that ſpite 
E'er faid of me, is, I can bite; 20 
That idle gypſies, rogues in rags, 
Who at me, can make no brags ; 
And to towze ſuch things as flutter, 
To honeſt Bounce is bread and butter. 


While you, and ev'ry court 
NI 
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ON THE LADY BURLINGTON. 209 
A third majeſtically ſtalks 
(Happieſt of dogs!) in Cobham's walks : 
One uſhers friends to Bathurſt's door; 
One fawns at Oxford's on the poor. 


Nobles, whom arms or arts adorn, 65 
Wait for my infants yet unborn. 
None but a peer of wit and grace 
Can hope a puppy ot my race. 
And O! would fate the bliſs decree 
great for me I), 


ſe” (he cry'd) © thoſe eyes 5 
Do ſomething thre and * 
ui wiſe 

She bow'd, obey'd him, and cut paper. 


* 


210 TO Da. DEL ANY, ON THE 


What does ſhe next, but bids on earth 
Her Burlington do juſt the fame ? 


Pallas, you give yourſelf ſtrange airs 

But ” any you'll find it hard to ſpoil 

The ſenſe and taſte of one that bears 15 
The name of Savile and of Boyle. 


Alas ! one bad example ſhewn, 
How quic kl all he ber purſue! 
See, Madam! ſee, the arts o'erthrown 
Between John Overton and you. 20 


* On a certain Lavpy at court. 


Know the thing that's moſt uncommon, 
(Envy, be filent, and attend I) 
I know a reaſonable woman, 
Handſome and witty, yet a friend. 


e 5 
grave through pride, or gay hrough folly ; 
223 mixture of good humour, 
And ſenſible ſoſt melancholy. 


* Has ſhe no faults then,” (Envy fays,) Sir ?” 


Yes, ſhe has one, I muſt aver: 10 


When all the world confpires to praiſe her, 
The woman's deaf, and does not hear. 


To Dr. DzLaxy, on the LiBELs written 


Omnis arena Tagi. Juv. 
Written in the year 1729. 


S ſome raw h in country bred, 
To arms by thirft of honour led, 

When at a ſkirmiſh firſt he hears 

The bullets whiſtling round his ears, 


Will 


Will duck his head afide, will art, 
And feel a trembling at his heart ; 
Till * oft without a wound 
Leſſens the terror of the ſound ; 
Fly bullets now as thick as hops, 
He runs into a cannon's chops : 
An author thus who pants for fame, 
Begins the World with fear and ſhame : 
When firſt in print you ſee him dread 
Each levell'd at his head: 
The load on critic's quill contains, 
14 2 — 
As if he heard loud thunders roll, 
Cries, Lord, have mercy on his ſoul ! 
— Concluding, that another ſhut 
Will ſtrike him dead upon the ſpot. 
But, when with — flaſning, popping, 
He cannot ſce one creature dropping ; 
That, miſſing fire, or mitfing aim, 
His life is ſafe, mean his fame ; 
The danger paſt, takes heart of grace, 
And looks a critic in the face. 


Though ſpl-ndor gives the faĩreſt mark 
To poiſon 1 fram the dark, 
Yet, io ourſelf when ſmooth and round,f 
They giance aſide without a wound. 


Tis faid, the gods all their art, 
How Pain they might Pleaſure part; 
But ht ie could their ſtrength avail ; - 
Bott it!] are faſtenꝰd by the tail. 

This F:-2e and Centure with a tether 
By tat- are always link'd together. 
will you aim to be preferr'd 
In .... v<fore the c-mmon herd? 
And yet mortif;*'d and vex'd 
penalty annex'd ? 


+ In ſeipſs tots tres argue retundus. 
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23 


35 


3 


E 
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15 
f 


38 


42 
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: 
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E 


5 
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How oft am I for rhyme to ſeek ! 
toil a week : 


My work and me in half an hour. 
Would men of genius ceale to write, 
The rogues muſt die for want and fpite ; 
Mutt die for want of food and raiment, 
If ſcandal did not find them payment. 


45 


55 


How 


new parliament-houie was building. 
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pref gate, 
you down with all their weight. 
For, as of old mathematicians 


e e b Glenda, 


Diſdains to ſerve ignoble ends, 


Obſerve what loads of ſtupid rhymes 
Oppreſs us in corrupted times: 

What pamphlet's _— defence 
Shew reaſon, grammar, truth, or ſenſe ? 
For though the muſe delights in fiction, 
She nc'er inſpires againſt conviction. 
Then keep your virtue ftill unmixt, 
And let not faction come betwixt : 


By party-{teps no grandeur climb at, 


Though it would make you' England's primate : 


{| Sir Robert Walpole, afterwards Earl of Oxford. 


105 


110 
Fuſt 


<< 

at his lying-in 
For afterbirth a Sooterkin ; 
Which, as the nurſe purſu'd to kill, 
Attain'd 2 the muſes hill; 
There in the foil began to root, 
And litter d at Parnaſſus foot. 
= 

oo cunning to be caught in b 
Dame Nature, as the learn'd = 
Provides each animal its foe : 
Hounds hunt the hare, the wily fox 


Devours your geeſe, the wolf your flocks : 


Thus envy pleads a nat'ral claim 
To perſecute the muſes tame; 

On poets in all times abuſive, 

From Homer down to Pope incluſive. 


Yet what avails it to complain ? 
Yau try to take revenge in vain. 
A rat your utmaſt rage defies, 
That fafe behind the wainſcot lies 
Say, did you ever know by fight 
In cheeſe an individual mite ? 
Shew me the ſame numeric flea, 


was from his teeming head 
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ON DREAMS. 215 


What alley they are neſtled in, 
iy Semoith o'vr 6 cup of of : 


Or cellar where they ſtarve to-day. 150 
Suppoſe you 
| IT Wk each a libel in his hand, 
What puniſhment would you inf ? 

Or call em rogues, or get em kickt? | 

Theſe they have often try'd before ; 155 
Vou but oblige em ſo much more: 

I Themſelves would be the firſt to tell, 

To make their traſh the better ſell. 


You have been libelld——Let us know, 160 
' What fool officious told you fo ? | 

] Wild yen canal the demder> rice, 

Who in his titles always lies ? 

Whate'er the noiſy ſcoundrel ſays, 

It might be ſomething in your praiſe : 
And beſtow'd on Grub-ftreet — N 


On me, when dunces are — 


| I take it for a panegyric. 
| Hated by fools, and fools to hate, 
Be that my motto, and my fate. 


170 


DB RE AMS 


9 An imitation of PETRON IVS. 
2 
dreams, that on the filent night intrude, 


| And with falſe flitting ſhades our minds delude, 


Jove 


26 o DREAMS. 


never ſends us downward from ies; 
can they from inſernal manfions 1113 
But are all mere productions of 3 5 
And fools conſult interpreters in vain. 
For, when in bed we reſt our weary limbs, 
The mind uaburthen'd ſports in various whims ; 
The buſy head with mimic art runs o'er 


The ſcenes and actions of the day before. 10 


ich equal gilt, 
The murdꝰ rer dreams of all the blood he ſpilt. 
The ſoldier ſmiling hears the widow s cries, 15 
And ftabs the ſon before the mother's eyes. 
With like remorſe his brother of the trade, 
The butcher, fells the lamb beneath his blade. 


The ſtateſman rakes the town to find * 
Nos leſs Tom-t——d-man, of —— 
Collects the city-filth in ſearch of gold. 


| around his bed the lawyer ſees, 
And takes the plaintiff's and defendant's fees. 

His fellow pick purſe, watching for a job, 25 
Fancies his fingers in the cully's fob. 

The kind phyfician grants the huſband's pray'rs, , 
The ſleeping hangman nooſe, 


Nor unſucceſsful waits for deadmen's ſhoes. 30 | 


The grave divine with knotty points perplext, 
As if he was awake, bes ow np Ah 


While the fly mountebank attends his trade, 
Harangues the rabble, and is better paid. 


The hireling ſenator of modern davs 35 
Bedaubs the guiity great with nauſeous praiſe : 
And Dick the ſcavenger with equal grace 
Flirts from his cart the mud in 


—j—]c's face. 2 
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To STELLA, viſiting me in 


my ſickneſs, 


or late, 
in the ſtate, 


October 1727. 
obſerving Stella's wit 


Was more than for her ſex was fit, 
ſoon 


ſharpers at ; 
hore in her vocation 


concern for haman-kind, 
punctual to an aſſignation; 
lame would loſe their cars 


her 


breed 
in kigh 


FN 


141110 


vulgar 


L. VL 


But, (not in wranglings to engage 
— iti 


that on which his Lordſhi 


11 
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Fix'd honour in her infant mind. 
With — 
Or when a w 


And that 
Keeps 
Or 
When 
Vo 
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STELLA. 


] 


by 


>» 
8 
; 


f 
7 
8 


T 


if 
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Ambition, avarice, and luſt, 
And faftious rage, and breach of truſt, 
And flattery tipt with nauſeous fleer, 
And guilty ſhame, and ſervile fear, 
Hawks and cruelty, and pride, 
in your tainted heart preſide. 

Heroes and heroines of old 

By honour only were enroll'd 


[ | 


Courage t'» man alone confin'd : 

Can cowardice her ſex adorn, 
Which molt e ours to ſcorn ? 
Ste wonders w the charm appears 
In F:::.mePs affected fears ; 


TO STELLA. 219 


At 
a Mad op all the houſe at night, 
{wears ſhe ſaw a thing in white. 
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Then, 
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To that you owe the nobler flame, 
i To this the of wy! _— 
How would I ig t, * 
| And how — glut her ſpite, 
If I ſhould Stella's kindneſs hide 95 


In filence, or forget with pride ? 


oc 
| With chearful face, Ar inward grief ; 
5 And, though by heav'n's ſevere decree 
She ſuffers y more than me, 
No cruel maſter could require tog; 
From flaves employ'd for daily hire, 


8 What Stella, by her friendſhip warm'd, 


VERSES ON THE 


You pay too dearly for your care, 
If, while your ſecures 
My life, it mult endanger yours ; 
For ſuch a fool was never found, 
Who pull'd a palace to the ground, 
Only to have the ruins made 
Materials for an houſe decay'd. 


115 


* 


VERS ES on the death of Dr. Swirr, occaſi- 
oned by, reading the following max im in Rochx- 


FOUCAUTL. 


Dans P adverfiti de nos meilleurs amis nous trouvems 
toujours quelque choſe, qui ne nous deplaiſt pas. 


In th: adverſity of our beſt friends we always find ſome- 


thing that doth not diſpleaſe us. 
Written in Nov. 1731. 


S Rocheſoucault his maxims drew 
From nature, I believe them true: 
They argue no corrupted mind 
In him ; the fault is in mankind. 

This maxim more than all the reſt 
Is thought too baſe for human breaſt : 
In all diſtreſſes of our friends 
« We firit conſult our private ends; 


Sce Preface to vol. I. Page 12. 


—— — — — — — — 


DEATH OF DR. SWIFT. 


« While nature, kinoly bent to eaſe vs, 
« Points out ſome circumſtance to pleaſe us.” 


If this perhaps your patience move, 
Let reaſon and experience prove. 

We all behold with envious eyes 
Our equal rais'd above our ſize. 
Who would not at a crouded ſhow 
Stand high himſelf, keep others low ? 
I love my friend as well as you: 


But why ſhould he obſtruct my view? 


Then let me have the higher poſt ; 

it but an inch at moſt. 
If in a battle you ſhould find 
One, whom you love of all mankind, 
Had ſome heroic action done, 
A champion kilFd, or trophy won; 
Rather thus be overtopt, 
Would you not wiſh his laurels cropt ? 
Dear honeſt Ned is in the gout, 


Lies rack'd with pain, and you without : 


How patientl hear him groan ! 
XC 


What poet would not grieve to ſee 
His brother write as well as he ? 
But, rather than they ſhould excel, 
Would wiſh his rivals all in hell ? 


Her end when emulation miſſes, - 
She turns to envy, ſtings, and hiffes : 
The ſtrongeſt friendſhip vields to pride, 
Unleſs the odds be on our fide. 


Vain human-kind ! fantaſtic race ! 
Thy various follies who can trace ? 
Selt-love, ambition, envy, pride, 
Their empire in our hearts divide. 

Give others riches, power, and ſtation ; 
"Tis all on me an uſurpation. 
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222 VERSES ON THE 


I have no title to aſpire ; 
Yet, when you I ſeem the higher. 
In Pope I cannot read a line, 
But with a ſigh I wiſh it mine: 
When he can in one couplet fix 
More ſenſe than I can do in fix, 
It gives me ſuch a jealous fic, 

cry, pox take him and his wit. 
I grieve to be outdone by Gay 
In my own hum'rous biting way. ) 
Arbuthnott is no more my friend, 
Who dares to irony pretend, 
Which I was born to introduce, 

d it firſt, and ſhew'd its uſe. 
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Thus much may ſerve by way of proem; 
Proceed we therefore to our poem. 


And, though tis hardly — 
Which way my death can do them good; 


Lord Viſcount Bolingbroke. 


i William Pultney, Eſq; created Earl of Bath in 1742. 
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3 OF DR. SWIFT. 
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It is not yet ſo ä 
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VERSES ON THE 


Y gueſs 
(When daily how-d'ye's come of courſe, 
And ſervants anſwer, ** Worſe and worſe !”) 
Would them better, than to tell, 


That, be prais'd ! the Dean is well. 
Then he, who propheſy d the beſt, 
A his foreſight to the reſt : 


« You know I always fear'd the worſt, 
* And often told you ſo at firſt. 
He'd rather chuſe that | ſhould die, 


you may — Þ 
n > 


Behold the fatal day arrive ! 
How is the Dean? he's juſt alive. 
Now the departing pray r is read; 
He hardly breathes —— The Dean is dead. 


Before the paſling- bell begun, 
The news through half the town is run. 


125 


130 


135 


146 


145 


150 


Oh 
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35 
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! we all for death ! 
Rn and who's his heir ? 
I know no more than what the news is ; 
'Tis all bequeath'd to public uſes. 

To public uſes ! there's a whim ! 
What had the public done for him ? 
Mere envy, avarice, and pride : 

it all——but firſt he dy'd. 
And had the Dean in all the nation 
No worthy friend, no poor relation ? 
So ready to do ſtrangers good, 
Forgetting his own and blood ? 


Now Grub-ftreet wits are all employ'd ; 


With elegies the town is cloy d: 
Some paragraph in ev';y paper 


To curſe the Dean, or bleſs the Drapier.+ 


The dottors, tender of their fame, 
Wiſely on me lay all the blame, 
We muſt confeſs his caſe was nice ; 
But he would never take advice. 
Had he been rul'd, tor avght appears, 
He might have liv'd theſe twenty years; 
For when we open'd him, we found, 
That all his vital parts were ſound, 
From Dublin ſoon to London ſpread, 
lis told at court, the Dean is dead, $ 
And Lady Suffolk || mn the ſpleen 
Runs laughing up to tel. 

Ls 


DEATH OF DR. SWIFT. 
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F The auther imagines, that the ſeribblers of the prevailing 
yarty, Which he always oppoſed, will libel him after his death ; 
"ut that others will remember him with gratitude, who confider 
the ſervice he Bad done to Ireland, under the name of M. B. Drc- 
er, by utterly defeating the deſtructive projet of Wood's halt- 
pence, in five letters to the people of Ireland, at that time read 
unverfall., and convincing every reader.—See the letters, in vol. 3. 


dern. 


| Mrs, Howard, then Counteſs of Suffolk, and of 


The dean ſuppoſed himſelf, to die in Ireland, where he was 


the bed- 
chamber 


226 VERSES ON THE 


The *** { gracious, mild, and good, 
Cries, ** Is he gone ! tis time he ſhould. 

He's dead, you lay; *** rot; 

«© Fm glad the meda's were forgot. f | 

*« I promis'd him, I own ; but when ? 185 
« I only was che —“ then, 

* But now as conſort of the 

* You know tis quite a difF rent thing.” 


Now Chartres, I at Sir Roberr's | levec, 
Tells with a ſneer the tidings heavy: 190 
Why, if he dy'd without his ſhoes, | 
{Crics Bob,) I'm ſorry Hor the neus: 
Oh, were the wretch but living ſtill, 
And in his place my good friend Will!“ 


chamber to the late Queen, profeſſed much friendſhip for the 
The then Princeſs, ſent a dozen times to > Gy 4 
in London, with her commands to attend her: which at leaſt he 
did, by advice of ail his friends. She often fent for him 
wards, and always treated him very graciouſly, He taxed her 
with a preſent worth wa pounds, which the promiſed before he 
ſhould return t. Ireland; but un his taking leave, the medals were 
not ready. | 

+ The medals were to be ſent to the Dean in four months; 


1 Col. Francis Chartres, thergh originally poſſeſſed of only 
a ſmalf paternal efate, amaſicd a prudigt'ous fortune, both in 
England and Scotlend. H. bed a way dt inſinugting bimſeli 
into all miniſters under every change, either os pimp, flatterer, 
orinforme:. He was tied at ſeventy for a rat e, end came 
facrificing a vt of bis fortune. — See his character by Dr. 
Arbuthactt nd Mr. pe, above, p. 202. 

Sir Robert Wot ole, then firſt miniſter of Ate, afterwards 
Earl of Oriord. Ile tretied the Dean, in 3726, with great dil- 
tinction; iuvited him to dinner at Cheite „ with the Dean's friends, 
cheſen on pu. p'fe ; appt: to u hour to talk with ham 6: Ireland, 
to which kn. dm aus pro; le the Dean found pur no great friend; 
for he defended VS us proeck ct halipcuce, &c. ler which the 
Dean would ice him no metc. and aqpon 215 next year's Ferurn to 
England, Sir Robert, on an accicentsl meeting, mace hua @ civil 
compliment; but the Dean never made him anocher viſt. 

* Wilkam Pultney, Eſq; fince Earl of Pata, From being Sit 
Robert's intimate friend det ſting * anuntdration, he cp poſed his 
meaſures, and juirted with Lord Buticyt ruke ie x pinicut tis a= 
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DEATH OF DR. SWIFT. 


Or had a mitre on his head, 
Provided Bolingbroke were dead !* 


Now Curll+ his ſhop from rubbiſh drains: 
ö Three genuine tomes of Swift s remains ! 
And then, to make them pals the glibber, 
Revisd by Tibbalds, Moore, and Cibber. $ 200 
He'll treat me as he does my betters, 
Publiſh my will, my life, my letters ; | 
Revive the libels born to die ; 
0 Which Pope muſt bear, as well as I. 


Poor Pope will grieve a month, and 
A week, and Arbuthnott a day. 


* 


John himſelf will ſearce forbear 

n 

Ic 

1 

er 

ge 

ce 

82 

3 
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lt 

r, 

* 

r. 

15 

1 

= f Three flupid verie-writers in Londen. The lac, to the 

* ſhame of the court, and the hi, neſt diſgrate to wit aud learning, 

* was made Laureat. More, comn: nly called ſemmy yore, fon of 

— Arthur Moore, whoſe rather was jailor of Ifonaghan in Ireland. 

1 Sce the character of Jemmy Mocre and 'Titbalis {Theobald} in 
the Dunciad. 

ir | Curll was notoriouſly infamous for publiſhing the lives, letters, 

1 and laſt wills and teſt.:nents of the nobility and minike:s or late, 
as well as of all the r-gues who were hinge ac Tybern. Be was 

4 in cuſtody of the houſe of Loris, for publiſhing or terging the let- 

rers 
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Indiff rence clad in wiſdom's guiſe 
All fortitude of mind ſuppkes : 
For how can ſtony buwels melt 
In thoſe who never pity felt ? 
When we are laſh'd, they kiſs the tod, 
Reſigning to the will of God. 


The fools, my juniors by a year, 
Are tortur'd with ſuſpenſe and fear ; 
Who wiſely thought my age a ſcreen, 
When death approach'd, to ſtand between: 
The ſcreen re mod, their hearts are trembling ; 
They mourn for me without diſſembling. 


My female friends, whoſe tender hearts 
Have better learn'd to act their parts, 
Receive the news in doleful dumps ; 

* TheDean is dead,(pray what is trumps ?) 
* Then, Lord, have mercy on his foul ! 
(Ladies, I'Il venture for the Vole.) 
« Six deans, they ſay muſt bear the pall, 
* (I wiſh I knew what king to call,) 

* Madam, your huſband will attend 

* The fun'ral of ſo good a friend : 
No, Madam, tis a ſhocking fight ; 

« And he's engag'd to-morrow night ; 

* My Lady Club will take it ill, 

If he ſhould fail her at quadrille. 

*© He lov'd the Dean,—(! lead a heart), 
But deareſt friends, they ſay, mult part. 
His time was come; he ran his race; 
* We hope he's in a better place.” 


Why dowe grieve that friends ſnould die? 
No loſs more eaſy to ſupply. 


215 


225 


£30 


One 


ters of many peers; which made the Lords enter a reſolution 
in their al book, that no life or writings of any Lord ſhould 
be publiſhed 


F 


ithout the conſent of the next beit at law, or licence 


DEATH OF DR. SWIFT. 


One year is paſt; a difF rent ſcene ! 

No farther mention of the Dean, 

Who now, alas! is no more miſt, 

5 Than if he never did exiſt. 
Where's now the fav'rite of A ? 

Departed :———and his follow, 

Om oo "oy a 

His kind of wit is out of date. 


Some country -"{quire to Lintot f goes, 
Inquires for Swift in verſe and proſe. | 
Says e 255 


« He ay F 


5 . bl 
I ſent them with a load of books, 
* Laſt Monday to the paſtry-cook's. 260 
To fancy they could live a year! 
I find you're but a ſtranger here. 
2 & The Dean was famous in his time, 
* And had a kind of knack at rhyme. 
His way of writing now is paſt: 265 
„The town has got a better taſte. 
keep no antiquated fluff; 
* But ſpick and ipan I have enough. 
« Pray, do but give me leave to ſhew em: 
© Here's Colley Cibber's birthday-poem. 
| This ode you never yet have ſeen. 9 
| By Stephen Duck upon the Queen. 
0 Then — 's a letter finely penn'd 
« Againſt the Craftſman and his friend: 
It clearly ſhews that all reflection 275 
On miniſters is diſaffection. « Next, 


wy 


| + Bernard Lintot, a bookſeller. See Pope's Dunciad and letters. 
1 A place in London where old books are ſold. 
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* Next, here's Sir Roberr's vindication, * 

And Mr. Henley's 1 lait oration. 

The hawkers have not got them yet: 

« Your honour pleaſe to have a ſet?” 280 


tracts, the twelfth edition ; 


«© You never met a thing 285 
«© The courticr's have them ail by heart : 

«© Thoſe maids of honour who can read, 

« Are taught to uſe them for their creed. 

«© The Rev'rend author's good intention 

« Hath been rewarded with a penſion : 290 
« He doth an honour to his gown, | 

By bravely running prieſeraſt down : 

a 4 —— 

That —— was a grand impoſtor ; 

«© That all his miracles were chcats, 295 
« Perform'd as jugglers do their feats: 

„ The church had never ſuch a writer: 

« A ſhame he hath not got a mitre. 


me dead ; and then ſuppoſe 


A club aſſembled at the Roſe. 300 
Where, from diſcourſe of this and that, 
I grow the ſubject of their chat. And 


+ Walpole had a ſet of party-fcribblers, who did nothing elle 
but write 1n his defence. ; 

Henley is a clergyman, who wanting both merit and luck to get 
preferme1it, or oven to keep his curacy in the eftabliſhed church, 
furmes a nzw converiticle, which ac calis an ;ratory. There, at fet 
times, ke delivered itrange ſpecches compiled by himſelf and his aſ- 
ſociates, who ſhare the profit with him, Every hearer paytth a ſhil- 
ling each day for admittance. He is an abfolue dunce, but general- 
ly reputed craſy. He is cummocly calle: Orater Henley, whole 
rnapſodies builcſque rcligion, and d:fyrace his country. Hawheſ. 

j Wo-Ilſton was a clergyman; but, tur want of bread, did in fe- 
veral treaties, in e moſt bla phemous mann v attempt to turn our 
Saviour ans bis mir cles into ridicule, Re was much cateſſed by 
many courticis, and by all the inficels : and his books were read ge- 
ne:ally by the court-ladies. 


DEATH OF DR. SWIFT. 


And while they toſs my name about, 
With favour ſome, and ſome without; 
One, quite indiff rent in the cauſe, 

My character impartial draws. 


The Dean, if we believe report, 
Was never ill receiv'd at court. 
Although ironically grave, 
He ſham'd the fool, and laſh'd the knave : 
To fteal a hint was never known, 
But what he writ was all his own. 


„ Sir, I have heard another ſtory 
« He was a moſt d Tory. 
« And grew, or he is much bely'd, 
40 Extremely dull, before he dy d.“ 


Can we the Drapier then forget ? 
Is not our nation in his debt ? 
Twas he that writ the Drapier's letter.. — 


„ He ſhould have left them for his betters ; 320 
221 
Nor need depend upon hi — 
Say what — — 
* You never can defend his breeding ; 
Who in bis /atzres, running riot, 325 
Could never leave the world in guiet ; 
* Attacking, when he took the wh; 
* Court, city, camp, all one to him. 


4 But why would he, except he fader d, | 

* Offend dur gatriat, great oir Robert, 330 
V nole counjels aid the fov'reign pow'r 
Io lave the nation ev'ry hour ? 

* What ſcenes of evil he unravels 

uin ſatires, likels, Hing travels ! 

Not ſparing nis own g- clat b, 

* But eats into it, like a mouth / 
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genuine dulneſs mov'd his pity, 
Unleſs it offered to be witty. 


Vice, if it cer can be abaſh'd, 

Muſt be or ridicul d or laſb d. 

If you reſent it, who's to blame? 

He neither knew yoz, nor your zame. 

Should vice expect to ſcape rebuke, 

Becauſe its owner is a duke ? 

His friendſhips, till to few confin'd, 

Were always of the middling kind; 

No fools of rank or mongrel breed, 

Who fain would paſs for lords indeed, 

Where titles give no right or power, 

And peerage is a wither'd flower. 

He would have deem'd it a diſgrace, 

If fuch a wretch had known his face. 

On rural ſquires, that kinzdom's bane, 

He vent'd oft his wiath in vain : 
quires to maiket brought; 


Who tell their fouls and — for no. glit; 


350 
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DEATH OF DR. SWIFT. 


Go ſnacks with ®* © * *® 
the peace, to pick up fees: 
fo every job 15 have = hare, 


Becauſe a peer was to own him ; 
Would rather ſlip and chuſe 

To talk with wits in dirty ſhoes ; 

And ſcorn the tools with ſtars and garters, 
So often ſeen careſſing Chartres. 

He never courted men in ſtation, 

Nor perſant held in admiration ; 

Of no man's greatneſs was afraid, 
Becauſe he ſought for no man's aid. 
Though truſted long in great affairs, 

He gave himſelf no haughty airs: 
IS SO 


But faccour'd virtue in diſtreſs ; 

And ſeldom faild of good ſucceſs ; 

As numbers in their hearts muſt own, 
Who, but for him, had been unknown. 


He with princes due decorum ; 
Yet * in awe before em. 
He follow'd David's leſſon juſt; 
In princes never put his truſt : 
And, would you make him truly four, 
Provoke him with a flave in power. 
The I—fh f——e if you nam'd, 
With what impatience he declaim'd ! 


375 
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DEATH OF DR. SWIFT. 


Saw miſchief by a faction brewing, 

While they purſy'd each others ruin. 
But finding vain was all his care, 
He left the court in mere deſpair. 


o ruin, ſlaughter, = confound ; 


235 
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Purſu'd by baſe invenom'd pens, 

Far to the land of S———— and fens; 1 460 
A ſervile race in folly nurs d, 

Who truckle moſt, when treated worſt. 


465 
470 
475 
To ſave them from their evil fate, 
In him was held a crime of ſtate. 480 
A wicked moniter on the bench, 
Whoſe fury blood could never quench ; As 


as a Jacobitez he was inſulted in the ſtreet, and at night 
he was forced to be attended by his ſervants armed. 


I 
7 Wood, a hardwareman from England, had a patent for 
coining copper halfpence for Ireland, to the tum of 108,000). which 
in the conſequence muſt leave that kingdom without gold or filver. 
See the Drapier's letters, in vol. 3. *Y 
Years Be. 
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DEATH OF DR. SWIFT. 


* 
490 
495 
% Alas, poor Dran his only ſcope 
rr oo 


« ' his into gen ral adam drew him, 

« Which if he lik'd, much good may't do him. 
« His zeal was not to laſh 

« But 4:/content againit the times: 
r 5og 
« To raiſe his poft, or fill his 
«« Perhaps he might have led down, 
« Like other brethren of his gown. 


For 


courtiers, or thoſe who expected places. The Drapier was celebrat- 
and pamphlets, His fign was ſet up in moſt of 
— (where many — and in 


VERSES, Se.. 


* Or libel: 


erhaps his travels, part the third ; 
« A ke at ev'ry ſecond word 


And, fince you dread no farther gib. 
Methinks vou may forgize bis aſtes. 
G See p. 6. 


; court to ſhew his ſpite : 526 
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To the Earl of PzTzzBorRoOw, who com- 
manded the Brinuſh forces in Spain. 


Written in the year 1706. 


In journies he outrides the poſt, 
' Sits up till midnight with his hoſt, 5 
Talks politics, and gives the toaſt. 


From Paris gazette A-la-main, 10 
This day arriv'd, without his train, 
Mordanto in a week from Spain. 


A meſſenger comes all a-reck 
Mordanto at Madrid to ſeek ; 15 
He left the toun above a week. Next 


This noble Lord had made 2 moſt confiderable figure in his day. 
His character was amiable and uncommon. His life was a contt- 
nued ſeries of variety. In his public and private conduct he differ- 
ed from moſt men. He nad viſited all climates, but had ſtaid in 
none. He was a citizen of the world, He conquered and main- 
tained armies without money. His actions and expreſſions were pe- 
cular to himſelf. He was cf a vivacity ſuperior to all fatigue, and 
his courage was beyond any conception of danger, He verified, in 
many inſtances, whatever has been faid of rumantic heroes. He 
ſeems to have been fixed only in his fri-odſhips and moral pri 
He had a moſt true regard and affection for Swift and Pope. 


denn has here deſcribed him in a very particular manner, but ſo juſt - 
iy, chat the four laſt ſtana as will give a moſt perfect and complete idea 
of Lord Peterborow's perſon and military virtue. His wit in the let- 
ter, vol. xiii. p. 22.15 eaſy and unatfected. At the time when he wrote 
that letter, he had hung up his helmet and his buckler, and was re- 
ted to his plough and his wheelbarrow, wearied of courts, and dif- 
guſted with ſtateſmen. Orrery. 


FABLE OF MIDAS. 
Next day the poſtboy winds his horn, 
And rides through Dover in the morn : 


240 


Mordanto's landed from Leghorn. 
Mordanto gallops on alone, 


The roads are with his folPwers firown, 20 
This breaks a girth, and that a bone : 

His body active as his mind, 
Returning ſound in limb and wind, 
Except ſome leather loſt behind. 


A ſteleton in outward 
His 


meagre , though of vigour, 

Would halt behind him, were it bigger. 
So wonderful his expedition, 

He's with you like an apparition. 30 


Shines in all climates like a ſtar; 
In ſenates bold, and fierce in war ; 
A land-commander, and a tar. 

Heroic actions early bred in, 
Neer to be match'd in modern reading, = = 
But by his name-ſake Charles of Sweden. 


f 
1 
A 


The FABLE of Mipas. 


Written in the year 1712. | 


* | . | 
IM Finders thing be rouctra ws go: 
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THE FABLE OF MIDAS. 241 


He chipp'd his beard ; the pieces round 
Glitter d, like ſpangles on che ground: 
A codling ere it went his lip in, 
Would itrait become a golden pippin : 
He call'd for drink; you faw him ſup 
Potable in golden cup : 

ag Pantech thet be might Gl, ; 

He ſuck'd his victuals through a quill ; 10 
Untouch'd it paſs d between his grinders, 

Or't had been happy for gal. ders 

He cock d his hat, you would have faid 
Mambrino's helm adorn'd his head : 

Whenc'er he chanc'd his hands to lay : 
On magazines of corm or bay, 

a ready coin'd appear d, inſtead 

iy provender and bread ; 
94 are told, 

Oli hay is equal to old gold ; 20 
And hence a critic deep maintains, 

We learn'd to weigh our gold by grains. 


This fool had got a /ucky bit; 
And people fancy'd he had it. 
Two gods their (kill in muſic try'd, 25 
And both choſe Midas to decide; 

vor. VI. = - - He 


examples of this rule; which will be illuſtrated by cha 1ging the 


ſtructure, ſu as to re nove the accent from the rf j able io the - 
tend. If inflead of, 


Citter d, lite ſpangles on the graund, 
the fourth verſe be read 


Lite ſpangl's litter 4 on th: ground; 
the ear will ealily determine which ſhould be preferred. It is how- 
ever true, that when the accent is placed on the f H ip ilaole, and 
repeated at the je-ord, the meaſure is not only harmurious, but ac - 
quires a pecul.ar force. The eleven h verie is of this xind, 
Uncach'd it paſs'd be ren bis grinders ; 
which would be greatly ente bled, by hanging it to 
It paſs'4 untouck" d between his grinders ; 
though the cadence would ſtill be poetical, as the fr} + cent 10 
tall on the ſecond iy Abe. Haw!eſ. 


THE FABLE OF MIDAS. 
harp decreed, 


's caten reed: 


35 


This tale inclines the gentle reader 
To think upon a certain vader; 

To whom from Midas down deſcends 
That virtue in the fingers ends. | 
What elſe by 2 are meant, 45 

By penſions, bribes, and three per cent, 

By places and commiſſions ſold, 1 
And turning dung itielt io gold ? 
ing in the midit of ſtore, | 
As Yother Midas did before? 50 


None e er did modern Midas chuſe | 
Subject or patron of his muſe, . 
_—_— him thus their merit (can, 
That Phœbus muſt give place to Pan: 
He values not the poet's praiſe, 55 
Nor will exchange his plumbs for bays : 
To Pan alone rich miſers call; 
And there's the jeſt, for Pan is aLL. 
Here Engliſh wits will be to ſeek, 
Howe'er, "tis all one in the Greek. 60 


Befides, it plainly now appears | | 
Our Midas too cars; Where 


+ A cant word for 1cc,cool. 


SHERIDAN TO SWIFT. 


Where ev'ry fool his mouth 
And whit} in a thouſand lies; 
Such deluſions could nat paſs 65 
Through any ears but of an fs. 
There's nothing foul; the hand fo much: 
And ſcholar: give it for the cauſe 
Of Britiſh Midas' dirty paws ; 70 
Which while the /exate ftrove to ſcour, 
They wafl'd away the chymic power. 

While he his utmoſt ſtrength apply'd, 
To ſwim againſt this pp lar tide, 
The go/den ipoils flew off apace ; 
Here fell a pen/for, there a place 75 
Commuſhtens, perguifttes, bribes ; 
By — — 7 —— ſunk to the bottom: 
Much good may t do em that have caught em. 80 
And Midas now neglected ſtands 
With e ears and dirty hands. 


The Rev. Dr. Sazrivar to Dr. Swirr. 


Written in the year 171 2. 


Ear Dean, ſince in cruxes and pans you and I deal, 
D Pray why is a woman a ſieve and a riddle ? 
Isa thought thai came into my nod le this morning, 
In bed as 1 lay, Sir, a tolling and turning, 
You'll find, if you read but a few of your hiſtories, 5 
All women as Eve, all women are ms it-1ics. 
To fiad out this riddle | know you'll be cager, 
And make every one of the ſex a Bel-phorer 
But that will not do, for I mean to commend 'em: 
] twear wiknout jeit I an honbur intend 'em. 
In a fieve, Sir, their ancient extraction I quite tell, 


In a riddle I give you thcir pow'r and their title, 
M 2 This 


244 SWIFT TO SHERIDAN. 


This I told you before, do you know what I mean, Sir ? 
* Not 1, by my trath, Sir. Then read it again, Sir. 
The reaſon | fend you theſe lines of thy mes double, 15 
Is purely through pity to fave you the trouble 

Ct thinking two hours for a rhyme as you did laft ; 
When your Pegaſus canter'd in triple, and rid falt. 

As for my little nag, which I keep at Parnaſſus, 
With Phebus's leave, to run with his afles, 20 
He goes flow and fure, and he never is jaded ; 

While your fry fteed is whipp'a, ſpurr'd, baſtinaded. 


Dean SwirT's anſwer to Dr. SuERIDDAN. 


SIX, 
T* reading your letter alone in my hac 5 
Your damnable riddle my poor — did rack nigh. 
And when with much labour the matter J crackt, 
Iſound you miltaken in matter of tact. 


A woman's no fieve, (for with that you begin,) 5 
Becauſe ſhe lets out more than e' er the takes in. 
And that ſhe's a riddle, can never be right: 
For a riddle is dark, but a woman is /ghr. 
But grant her a fizve, I can ſay ſomething archer ; 
Pray what is a man ? he's a anc linen jearcher. 10 


Naw tell me a thing that wants interpretation, 
What name for a maid, + was the firlt man's dangation * 
It your Worſhip will pleaſe to explain me this rebus, 

I fwear from hencefor xard you ſhall be my Ph bus. 
Frim my hackney ceach, Sept. 11. 
1712, fai 12 at #600. 


A LeTTER to the Reverend Dr. Syyrnip id. 
Septic mber 5, 1718. 
SIR, | 
Hatter your predecefivors taught us, 
[ have a great cdceim for Fiautus ; And 


* The Dean's anfaer. + Vir Gin, Man- Tras. 


DR. SHERIDAN'S ANSWER. 24; 


And think your boys may gather there-hence 

More wit and humour than from Terence : 

But as to comic Ariſtophanes, | 5 
The rogue too bawdy and too prophane is. 

I went in vain to look for Eupolis, | 
Down in the ſtrand juſt where the new pole is; 

For I can tell you one thing, that I can, 

You will not find it in the Vatican. 10 
He and Cratinus uſed, as Horace ſays, 

To take the greateſt grandees for afles: 

Poets, in thoſe days, uſed to venture high; 


But theſe are loſt full many a century. 


Thus you may iez, dear friend, ex pede hence 15 
My judgment of the old comedians. 

Proceed to tragics, firſt Euripides 
(An author, where I ſometimes dip a-days) 
Is rightly cenſur'd by the Stagirite, 
Who ſays his rumbers do not fadge aright. 20 
A friend of mine that author deſpiſes | 


So much, he ſwears, the very belt piece is, 
For aught he knows, as bad as Theſpis's; 
And that a woman, in thoſe tragedies, 
Commonly ſpeaking, but a fad jade is. 25 
At leaſt, Pm weil aſſur'd, that no folk lays 
The weight on him, they do on Sophocles. 
But above all I preter Æſchylus, 
Whoſz moving touches, when they pleaſe kill us. 
And now I nnd my mule bu: ill able 30 
To bold aut longer in triiyllable. | 
I choſe theſe rhy mes our, tor their difficulty : 


Will you return as hard ones if I call rye ? 


The Answers by Dr. SHERIDAN. 


SIR, 


IA you for your comedies, yy 
Pl! Ray and read em now at home a-days, Be- 


+ N. B. The Strand in London. The fact may te falſe, but 
the rhyme coſt me ſome trouble. 


246 THE FAGGOT. 


Becauſe Pareus wrote but ſorrily, 

Thy notes PII] read Lambinus thorowly ; 

And then I ſhall be floutly ſet a-gog 5 
To challenge ev'ry Iriſh b. ue. 

I like your nice epiſtle critical, 

Which does in threefold rhymes fo witty fall ; 

Upon the comick dram” and tragedy 

Your notion's right, but verſes maggotty ; 10 
Tis but an hour ſince I heard a man ſwear it, 

The Dev'l himſelf could hardly anſwer it. 

As for your friend the ſage Euripides, 

* tlieve you give him now the flip days; 

t mum for that=——pray come a Satnida 1 
And dine with me, you nA a betterday, d 
PII give you nothing but a mutton chan, 

Some nappy mellow'd ale with rotten hop, 

A pint of wine as good as Falcyn” 

Which we poor maſters God knows, all earn, 

We'll have a friend or two Sir at table 

Right honeſt men, for few "re cumeatable, 

Then when our liquor makes us talkative 

We'll to the fields, and take a walk at eve. 
FKecaufe Fm troubled much with lazineſa, 25 
Theſe thy mes Ive choſen for their eaſineſo. 


. 


Written in the year 1713. when the Queen's mizilters 
were quarrelling among themielyes, 1 


Bierve tlie dy ing father ſpeak ; 
Try, lads, can you this bundle re; ; 
Then 


+ N. B. You t. Id me you forgot your Geck. 

I See more of the author's endeavours tj rec rt a reconcilemen” 
among them, in a le*ter dared Ot. 10. 1; 10. 

See allo Free thoughts on the pref{rt Hate of Hains, in vol 4 p. 
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THE FAGGOT. 


Then bids the youngeſt of the fix 

Take up a well-bound heap of Ricks. 
They thought it was an old man's magg2t ; 
And ſtrove by turns to break the faggot : 
in vain; the complicated wands | 
Were much too itrong for all their hands. 
See, ſaid the fire, how ſoon tis done: 
Then took and broke them one by one. 
So ſtrong you'll be, in friendſhip ty'd ; 

So quickly broke, if you divide. 

Keep cloſe t ien, boys, and never quarre!, 
Here end the fable and the moral, 


This tale mi be apply'd in few ward 
To treu ers, comptrollers, te wards, 
And others, who in ſolemn ſort 
Appear with flender wands at court : 
Not firmly join'd to keep their ground, 
But laſhing one another round: 
While with men think they ought to fight 
With guarter Raves, inſtead of white ; 
Or conſtable with aff of peace, 
Should come and make the clatt ring ceaſe ; 
Which now diſturbs the Queen and court, 
And gives the Whigs and rabble ſport, 

In hiftory we never found, 
The ConfuPs fa/ces < were unbound ; 
Thoſe Romans were too wit® to think ont, 
Except to laſh ſome grand delinquent. 
How would they bluih to hear it (aid, 
The Prætor broke the Conſubs head ; 
Or Confal in his purvie gown, 
Came up and knock'd the Prætor down: 


Come, <curtiers : every man his ſtick : 
Lord 'Freaſurer, Þ for once be quick; 
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30 


35 


And 


8 „ e the con- 
fuls at Rome. | 


t Robert Harley, Earl of Oxford. 
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And that they may the cloſer cling, 
Take your blue riband for a ſtring, 
Come, trimming Harcourt, g bring your mace ; 
And ſqueeze it in or quit your place: 40 
Diſpatch ; or elſe that raſcal Northey 7 
Will undertake to do it for thee : 
And be afſur'd the court will find him 
Prerar'd to lep ver ſticks, or bind em. 
To make the bundle ſtrong and ſafe, 45 
Great Ormond, lend thy gen'ral's ſtaff : 
And, if the croffer could be cramm'd in, 
A fig for Lechmere, King and Hambden. 
Yeu'll then defy the ſtrongeſt H big 
With both his bands to bend a twig. 50 
Though with united ſtrength they all pull, | 
From Somers down to Craggs and Walpole. 


The Aurnox upon Himſelf. 
Written in the year 1713 


A few of the firſt pon + = tated by a 


# „ os #* 
* #4 # 
s * „ 34 
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Y an od purſu'd 
A crizy preiate, + and a royal prude, || 
By dull divines, who look with envious eyes 
On ev'ry genius that attempts to riſe ; 
And paufing o'er a pipe with doubtful nod, 5 
Give hints, that puets ne'er believe in God; So 


& Lord Chancellor. | 

1 Sir Edward Northey, Attorney-Gereral, brcught in by Lord 
Harcourt, ye. very defirous of the great ſeal. 

+ Dr. Sharpe, Archbiſhop of York. 

Her late M ajeſty Queen Anne. 
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$oclowns on ſcholars as on wizards look, 

And take a folio for a conj'ring book. * 
Swift had the fin of wit, no venial crime; 

Nay, 'tis affirm'd, he ſometimes dealt in rhyme : 10 

Humour and mirth had place in all he writ ; 

He reconciF'd divinity and wit: 

He mov'd, and bow'd, and talk'd with too much grace; 

Nor ſhew'd the garſam in bis gair or face; 

Deipis'd luxurious wines, and coſtly meat; 15 

Yer ſtill was at the tables of the great; 

Frequented lords; ſazo thoſe that jaw the Queen; 

At Child's or Truby's I never once had been; 

Where town and country vicars flock in tribes, 

Secur'd by numbers from the lay mens gibes, 20 

And deal in vices of the graver tort, | 

Tobacco, cenſure, coffee, pride, and port. 


But after ſage monitions from his friends 
His talents to employ tor nobler ends; 
To better judgments willing to ſubmit, 25. 
He turns to politics his dangerous wit. 


And now the public inc reſt to ſupport, 
By Harlev Swift invited comes to court; 
In favour grows with miniſters of tate 
Admitted private, when ſuperiors wait: 30 
And Harley, not 5ſham'd his choice to own, 

Takes him to Windſor in his coach alone. 
At Windfor Swift no ſooner can appear, 
But St I hu f comes and whiipers in his ear: 


The waiters ſtand in ranks ; the y2omen cry, 35 
Mike room, as if a Duke were paſſing by. 
NM 5 Now: 


„ A:cibiſhop Sharpe, according te Dr. Swifi's account, had re- 
preſented him to the Queen 4s a perton that was not a Chriſtian 3 a 


 pwreat lady had f.ppurtev ine aſperſion; and tne Queen, upon ſich 


allurance, had given away the biſhopric contrary to her Majeſty's 
firſt intentions, which were in favour of Dr. Swift. Orr ry. 

t A coffezhuuſ: and tavern near St. Paul's, at that time much 
frequented by the clergy. 


1 Then $ccretary of State, afterwards Lord Eolingbroke. 
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Now Finch * alarms the lords, he hears for certain 
This dang'rous prieft is got hehind the curtain. 
Finch. fam'd for tedious cloc ation, proves 
That Swift oils many a ſp:inyz which Harley moves. 40 
Walpole and Aiflabie, + to clear the doubt, 
In form the Commons, that the ſecrer's out: 
* Acertain doctor is obſerv'd of late 
To haunt a certain miniſter of ſtate: 
From whence with half an eye we may Ciſcover 45 
The peace is made, and Perkin muſt come over.” 


York is from Lambeth ſ-nt to ſhew the Queen 
A dangerous treatiſe wri: againſt he ſpleen; t 
Which, bv the ſtyle, the matter, and the drift, 
Tis thought cculd be the work of none bu: Swift. 50 
Poor York ! the harmleſs tool of others hate; 
He ſues for pardon, 5 and repents too late. 


Now —— her vengeance vows 
On Swifts reproaches lor her 
From her red locks her mouth with verom fills; 5; 
And thence into the royal ear inſtils 
The Queen incens'd, his ſervices torgor, 

Lea es him a victim to the vengetul Scot. 

Now through the realm a prociama:ion ſpread, 

To fix a price on his devoted head. o 
While innocent he icorns ignoble flight; 

His watchtut friends preferve him by a ſleight. 


By Llarley's farour once again he ſhines ; 
Is nw carei-”sd by candidate Civines, Who 


Tue late Earl of Nottingham, who made a ſpeech in the huut: 
of Lars arainftile author, | 
+ 5 key toik ſpoke a_ainft him in the haufe of Commons, al- 
though. Abe proteites much irien ſhip ror lim. | 
Tole via tub 
Ki: Croce was furry for what lie had faid, and feat a wmelloge 
to the author to dcn Fig pardon, 
{ "The proclamation was aganmnfit the author of a pamphlet, call d, 
The pub/:. Spirit 6f Ihe B #195, 2gatnt which e Scutch Lond dun- 
ined, Su it in vol. 2. p. fl. 


rn 


IN SICENESS. 251 
Lord ! how were they miſtaken in the Dean ! ay 
Now Delaware f again familiar grows; 
And in Swift's ear thruſts half his powder'd noſe. 
The Scottiſh nation, whom he durſt offend, 
Again apply that Swift would be their friend. 70 
By faction tir'd, with grief he waits a while 
His great contending friends to reconcile, 
Performs what friendſhip, juſtice, truth require: 
What could he more but decently retire ? 1 


SSIS SASSY 


Written ſoon after the author's coming to live in Ire - 
land, upon the Queen's death, October 1714. 


a IS true, then why ſhould I repine 
To ice my life fo fait decline ? 

Bui why obſcurely here alone, 

Where I aim neither lov'd nor known: 1 

My itate of health none care to learn; ji 

My lte is here nu foul's concern: -% 

And thoſe with whom I now couverſe, 

Without a tcar will tend my herſe. 

Remov'd from kind Arbuthnott's aid, 

Who knows his art, but not his trade, 10 

Preterring his regard for me 

Butore his credit, or his fee. 

Some formal viſits, looks, and words, 

What mere humanity affords, F meet 


+ Pelware, then Lord Treaſurer of the hontchold. always ca- 
rc ied tne aut nor at court : but, during the rial u the printers bo- 
tore the nouſe of Lords, and while the proclamation hung over the 
au*hor, his Lordſhip would not ſeem to know him. 

|| The Scotch Lords treated and viſited the author more after the 
toclamati a than before, except the Dake of Argyil, who would 
acver be reconciled. 

About ten weeks before the Queen's death, I leit the town up- 
on occaſiun of that incurable breach among the great men at court, 
=> went doww&o Ber cſhire. See letter from Swift to Pope, dated 

u. 10. 1721. 


15 


To help at my ing end. 20 
My life is now a grown 

To others, ere it be my own. 
Ye formal — kc, 

In your laſt offices be quick : 

And ſpare my abſent friends the grief 25 

To hear, yet give me no relief; 

Expir'd to-day, intomb'd to-morrow, 

When known, will fave a double forrow. 


To the Earl of OxForD, late Lord Treaſurer. 
Sent to him when he was in the Tower, before 
his trial. 


Out of Horace. 


Written in the year 1716. 


OW Þlefs'd is he who for his country dies, 
Since death purſues the coward as he flies ! 
The youth in vain would fly from fate's attack, 
With trembling knees, and terror at his back ; 
h fear ſhould lend him pinions like the wind, 5 
Vet twiiter fate will ſeize him from behind. 


Virtue repuls'd, yet knows not to repine : 
But ſhall with unattainted honour ſhine : 
Nor ſtoops to take the faff, {| nor lays it down, 
Juſt as the rabble pleaſe to ſinileor frows. 10 


Virtue, to crown her fay'rites, loves to try 
Some new unbeaten paſſage to the ſky ; 
Os 20s a ſeat among the gods will give 
who die, for meriting to live. Next, 


j A white fag i: theenſfign of the Lord Treaſurer's office, 
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Next, faithful filence hath a ſure reward; 15 
Within our breaſt be ev'ry ſecret barr d: 
He, who betrays his friend, ſhall never be 

Under one roof, or in one ſhip, with me. 

For w ho with traitors would his ſafety truſt, 

Leſt with the wicked heaven involve the juſt ? 20 
And though the villain *ſcape a while, he feels 
Slow vengeance, like a blood hound, at his heels, 


Ad amicum eruditum THomMAaM SHERIDAN. 


Scripfit Oct. ann. Dom. 1717. 


Eliciz Sheridan muſarum, dulcis amice, 
Sic tibi propitius Permeſſi ad lumen Apollo 
Occurrat, ſcu te mimum convivia rident, 
Equivocoſque ſales ſpargis, ſeu ludere verſu 
Malles; dic, Sheridan, quiſnam fuit ille deorum, 5 
Que melior natura orto tibi tradidit artem 
Rimandi genium puerorum, atque ima cerebri 
Scrutandi? Tibi naſcenti ad cunabula Pallas 
Aſtitit; & dixit, mentis præſaga futuræ, 
Heu, puer infelix ! noſtro ſub dere natus ; 10 
Nam tu pectus eris fine corpore, corporis umbra; 
Sed levitate umbram ſuperabis, voce cicagdam : 
Muſca femur, palmas tibi mus dedit, ardea crura. 
Corpore ſed tenui tibi quod natura regavit, 
Hoc ani mi dotes ſupplebunt ; teque docente, 15 
Nec longum tempus, ſurget tibi doeta juventus, 

ibus egregiis animas inſtructa novellas. Ss 
Grex hinc Pœonius venit, ecce, ſalutiſer orbi. 
Aſt illi cauſas orant; his inſula viſa eſt, 
Divinam captiti nodo conſtringere mitram. 


Natalis te horz non fallunt figna, fed uſque 
Conſcius, expedias puero ſeu lætus Apollo Naſ- 
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Naſcenti arrifit ; five illum frigidus horror 

Quin tu altè peni latentia ſemin⁊ cernis, 
Quaaue ds obrndendo ain fab nn ara * 
Erumpent, promis; quo ritu ſzpe pue 
Sub cincre heſterno ſopitos ſuſcitat ignes. 


Te dominum agnoſcit quocunque ſub acre natus ; 
Quos indulgentis nimium cuſtodia matris 30 
Petiundat : nam ſæpe vides in ſtipite matrem. 

Aureus at ramus, venerandæ dona Sibyllæ, 


Enea ſedes tantum pateiecit Avernus ; 
puer, tua quem tetigit ſemel aurea virga, 


Cœlumque tetraique videt, noctemque profundam. 33 


Are 6 W the D » a n. 
Written in the year 1720. 


Ight Truſty, and ig forth, we let you to know 
We are very ill us'd by zur mortals below. 

For, firſt, | have often by chymiſts been told, 

Though I know nothing ont, it is I that make gold, 

Which when you have got, you fo carcfullv hide it, 

That, fince | was born, I hardly have ſpy'd it. 

Then it mutt be allow'd, tha: whenever I ſhinc, 

I torward the gras, and rip en the vine; 

To me ihe good fellows app, tr rclict, 

Without whom they could get acitier claret nor beet: 10 

Yet their wine and their vittunuls theſe carmudgeon ! 

lubbards. 
Lock up from my fight, in cellars and cupboards. 


> 


Tha 


Ft curmaudgean, a word nere wird 25 an ajeftive, now ſignifies 4 
fordid niggardly tellow; but was porhaps in its original ſenſe of 
more extenſive import, be:ny prob .biv 2 corrurtion of corny melee 


a wicked hcart, Hut 
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That I have an ill eye they wickedly think, 

And taint all their meat, and four all their drink. 

But, thirdly and Jaftly, it muſt be allow'd, 15 
] alone can inſpire the poetical croud : 

This is greatfully own'd by each boy in the college, 


Whom if I infpire, it is not to my knowledge. 


This ev'ry pretender to rhyme will admit, 


Without troubling his head about judgment or wit. 20 


Theie gentlemen uſe me with kindneſs and freedom; 
And as for their wor ks, when I pleaſe | may read em: 
They lie open on purpoſe on counters and ſtalls, - 
And the titles I view, when I ſhine on the walls. 
But a comrade of yours, that traitor Delany, 25 
Whom I, for your fake, love better than any, 
And of my mere motion, and ſpecial good grace, 
Intended in time to ſucceed in your place. 
On Tueſday the tenth ſeditiouſly came 
With a certain falte traitreſs, one Stella by name, 30 
To the deanry-houſe, and on the north glaſs, 
Where, for fear of the cold, I never can 
Then and there, vi et armis, with a certain utenſil, 
Of value five ſhilling, in Engliſh a pencil, 
Did malicicuſly, falicly, and trait rouſly write, 35 
Wui.it Stella atorciaid ſtood by with a light. t 
My Gier has lately depos'd upon oath, 
That ſhe ſtopt in her courſe to look at them both: 
That Stella was helping, aberring, and aiding ; 
And it. as he writ, Itood ſmiling and reading: 40 
Tuat her eyes were as bright as myſclt at nounday, 
But her grace ful black locks were mingled with grey; 
And by the deſcription I certainly kncw, 
Lis the nymph that I courted ſome ten years ago; 
Wham when | with the belt of my talents endu'd 45 
On ner promicc 2f yielding, ſhe acted the prude : 

That 


+ See verſes laid to be cut by two of the D an's friends upon a 
pane of glatz in one of hig parlours, among the pieces, in vol. 7. 
p. 118. 
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That ſome verſes were writ with felonious intent, 
Direct to the north, where I never went; 

That the letters appear d reverſe through the pane, 
But ia Steila's bright eyes they were plac 
Wherein ſhe diſtinctly couid read ev'ry line, 

And preſently gueſs d the fancy was mine. f 

Now you fee, why his verſes fo ſeldom are ſhown : 
The reaſon is plain, they're none of his own ; 

And obſerve while ycu live, that no man is ſhy 55 
To diſcover the goods he came honeſtly by. 

If I light on a thought, he'il certainly ſteal it, 

And when he has got it, find ways to conceal it : 

Of all the fine things he keeps in the dark, 

There's ſcarce one in ten, but what has my mark; 60 
And let them be ſeen by the world if he dare, 

PH make it appear, they are all ſtolen ware. 

But as for the poem he writ on your ſaſh, 

Ithink I have now got him under my lafh ; 

My fifter tra”: {crib'd it laſt night to his forrow, 65 
And the public ſhall feet, if | live till to-morrow, 
Through the zodiac around, it ſhal] quickly be ſpread 
In all parts of the globe, where yon ha is read. 
He knows very weil, I nc'er gave a refuſal, 

When he aſk'd for my aid in tne forms that are uſual : 70 
Bat the ſceret is this; | did lately intend 

To write a few veries on you, as my friend: 

ſtudied a fortnight before I could find, 

As I rode in my chariot, a thought to my mind, 

And reiciv'd the next winter, (for that is my time, 75 
When tac days are at ſhorteſt, to get it in rhyme ; 


Til! 


+ The mechaniſm of this gem is formed upon 2 miſtake,which 

2 very flight cor.tideration of the laws of viſion would have prevented. 

The whote depends upon Cynthia's reading in Stella's eyes the writ- 

ing, which appeared inverted through the pane : but as the writing 

was not inverted on that fide of the glaſs at which Stella looked, it 
maſt neceſſarily be inverted in her eyes, Mawheſ. 


d right again; go. 
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Tin then it was lock'd in my box at Parnaſſus: 
When that ſubtle companion, in hopes to ſurpaſs us, 
Conveys out my paper of hints by a trick, 


(For I think in my conſcience he deals with old nick),80 
And from my own ſtock provided with topics, 

He gets to a window beyond both the tropics ; 

There out of my fight, juſt againſt the north zone, 
Writes down my conceits and calls them his own ; 

And you, like a cully, the bubble can ſwallow : 85 
Now, who but Delany, that writes like Apollo ? 

High treaſon by ſtatute ! but here you object, 
He only ſtole hints, but the verſe is correct; 
Though the thought be Apollo's, tis finely expreſe'd : 
$0 a thief ſteals my horſe, and has him well dref#d, go 
Now, whereas the ſaid criminal ſeems paſt 

We Pherbus think fic to proceed to the ſentence. 

Since Delany has dai'd, like Prometheus his fire, 

To climb to aur region, and thence to ſteal fire; 

We order a vulture, in ſhape of the ſpleen, 95 
To prey on his liver, but not to be ſeen. 

And we order our ſutjefts of ev'ry degree 

To believe all his verſes were wriwen by me; 

And, under the pain of our higheſt l iſpleaſure, 
To call nothing his but the rhyme ar. 4 the meaſure. 100 
And 'aftly, for Stella juſt out of her prime, 

Pm too much reveng'd already by time. 

In return to her ſcorn, | ſent her dilcales ; 

But will now be her friend, whenever ſhe pleaſes : 

And the gitts I beitow'sd her will find her a lover, 105 
Though the lives to be grey as a badger all over. 
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An Erze on the much-lamented death of 
Mr. DMA, the famous rich uſurer, who 
died the fixth of July 1720. * 


Written in the year 1720. 


Now all men by theſe preſents, Death the tamer 
By mortgage hath ſecur'd the corpſe of Demar; 
Nor can four hundred thouſand Sterling pound 
Redeem him from his priſon under ground. 

His heirs might well, of all his wealth po ſleſt, $ 
Beftow to bury him one iron cheſt, 

Plutus the God of wealth will joy to know 

His faithful ſteward in the below. 

He walk'd the ftreet*, and wore a threadbare cloak; 
He din'd and ſupp'd at charge of other folk : 10 
And by his looks, had he heid ou” his palms, 

He might be thought an object fit for alms ; 

So, to the poor if he refus'd his pelt, 

He us d them tu'l as kindly as hin:clf, 


Where-c'er he went, he never ſaw his betters; 15 
Lords, knights, and ſquires, were all his humble debtoro; 
And under hand and feat the Irifh ration 
Were forc'd to own to him their obligation. 


He that c once have half a kingdom bought, 
In half a minute is not worth a gro4t, 20 
His coff:rs lrom the eafin could not fave, 
Nor ail his int reit keep him from the grave. 
A g>/zen monument we ; d nov e right, 
Becauvie we with the earth upon lim Ight. 


Oh 


® Thie elegy was a ſubject ſtarted and partly executed in com- 
pany, conſiti:g of Swift and Stella, and a few friends. Every one 
threw in a h1ot ; and Stella's were the 31ſt, 32d, 33d, and 34th 
lines. Hawhef. 
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N , 25 
Though in thy walls he nc'er did farthing . : 
He touch'd the pence when others touch'd 2 3 
The hand that fign'd the mortgage paid the ſhot. 


Old as he was, no vulzar known diteaſe 
On him could ever boaſt a power to ſerze ; 30 
Dot as his gold he weigh'd, grim Death in ſpite 
Cat in his dart, which made three moidores light; 


And as he ſaw bis darling money fail, 
Blew bis lait breath to fink the lighter ſcale. 
He who fo long was current, *twould be ſtrange 35 
If he ſhould now be cry'd down fince his change. 


The ſexton ſhall green ſods on thee beitow : 
Alas the ſ:xton is thy banker now. 
A diſmal banker muſt that banker be, 
Who gives no bills but of mortality.f 40 


The Run upon the BaxK ERS. 
Written in the year 1720. 


I. 
HE bold incroachers on the deep 
Gain by degrees huge tracts of land, 
Till Neptune with one gev'ral {weep 
Turns all again to barren i{t-cn, 
II. 
The multitude's capricious pranks 5 
Are ſaid to repreſent the ſeas ; | 
Which breaking bankers and the banks, 
Reſume their own whene'er they pleaſc. 
III. 
Money, the liſe · blood of the nation, 
Corrupts and ſtagnates in the veins, 10 
Unleis 


A tavern in Dublin where Demar his office 171. 
Sec an epitaph on this miſer. "_y_ PIP 
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Unleſs a proper circulation, 
Its motion and its heat maintains. 
IV. 
Becauſe *tis lordly not to pay, 
Quakers and aldermen in ſtate 


Like peers have levees cv'ry day 15 
Ot duns attending at their gate. 


We want our money on the nail; 
The banke rs ruin'd if he pays 
They ſeem to act an ancient tale; 
The birds are met to ſirip the jays. 20 
VI 


Riches, the wil: {t monarch + ſings, 
Make pini.ns for themſelves to fly: 
They fly |:ke bats on parchment wings, 
And geeſe their filver plumes ſupply. 
VII. 
No money left for ſquand'ring aeirs ! 23 
Bills turn the leaders iato debtors: 
The wiſh of Nero now is theirs, 
That they had never known their letters. 
VIII. 
Conce've the works of midnight-hage, 
Torment ing fouls behind their backs: 30 
Thus tankers Cer their bills and bags 
Sit ique:zing images of wax. || 


Conceive the whole inchantment broke; 
The witches left in open air, 


With pow'r no more than other folk, 35 
Expos'd with all their magic ware. 80 
t Solomon. 


t It is ſaid of Nero, that when he firſt came to the imperial dig- 
nity from the tutorage of Seneca, being zſked to fign a warrant fer 
an execution, he wiſhed he could not write. Hau- leſ. 

omar were fable d to torment the abſent, by roaſting or other- 
wiſe ill treating their images in wax. Hawhkeſ. 
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X. 
powerful are a banker's bills 
* creditors demand their due; 
| They break up counters, doors, and tills, | 
And leave the empty 9 in view. 40 
* Thus when an earthquake lets in light, 
Upon the god of gold and hell, 
Unable to endure the fight, 
He hid:s within his darkeſt cell. 
XII. 
22 As whena conj'rer takes a leaſe 45 
From Satan for a term of years, 
The tenant's in a diſmal caſe, 
Whene er the bloody bond + appears. 
XIII. 
A baited banker thus deſponde, 
. From his own hand fori:cs his fall; 59 
As They have his foul who have his bonds; 
e Tis like the writing on the wail. f 
XIV. 
How will the caitiff wretch be icar'2, 
When firit he finds himſelt awakz 
At the laſt trumpet, unprepar'd, 83 
30 And all his grand account to male? 
XV. 


15 


For in that univerſal call 
Few bankers will to heaven be mounters : 
They'll ery, ye ſhops upon us (all, 
Conczal and cover us, ye counters : Go 
3) | XVI. 
vo When other hand the ſcales ſhall hold, 
And they in men and angels fight 
Produc'd with all their bii.s and gold, 


Weigh's in the balance, and ound light. 
** The 
for 
ther- | at. —— contacts were always ſup; of:1 to be ſigned wit. bloc d. 
if. 
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The Dsscairriox of an IAI8A Fzasr, 
tranſlated almoſt literally out of the original 
Iriſh. 


Tranſlated in the year 1720. 


s noble fare 
Will ne'er be forgot, 

By thoſe who were there, 
Or thoſe who were not. 
His revels to keep, ; 
We ſup and we dine, : 
On ſeven ſcore ſheep, 
Fat bullocks and ſwine. 


Is to our feaſt 

nn OP» 

i _ 10 
And a madder + our cup. 

O there is the {port ! | 

We riſe with the light | 


In diſorderly fort 15 
From ſnoring all night. 
- — I was trick'd ? 
pipe it was broke, 
MW +7 dr was pick'd, 
I loft my new had. 20 


A rifled, quoth Nell, 
Of mantle and kercher : 1 
Why then fare them well, 
The de'i! rake the ſearcher. 
Come, harper, ſtrike up; 25 
But, firſt, your favour, 
„give us a cup: 


Ah ! this has ſome ſavour. 


cke 


Wich leaps and with jumps, 

While the water and ſweat 

Spliſh ſplaſh in their pumps. 

Neſs you late and early, 

Laughlin O Enagin, 

x my hand, * you dance rarely, 
argery Grinagin. t 

Bring ſtraw fur our bed, 

Shake it down to the feer, 

Then over us ſpread 

The winnowing ſheet : 

To ſhew I don't flinch, 

Fill the bowl up again; 

Then give us a pinch 

Ot your ſneezing, 4 year. | 

Good Lord, what a fight, 

After all their good cheer, 

For people to fight 

la the midſt of their beer? 

They riſe trom their feaſt, 

And hot are their brains, 


An Iriſh oath. 
1 The name of an Iriſh wormaa. 
1 An Irich word tor woman. 


55 


Ac bt 


What clatt' ring of ſticks ; 65 
What ſtrokes on the guts, 
What baſtings and kicks! 


With cudgels of oak 
Well harden'd in flame 
An hundred heads broke, 
An hundred ftruck lame. 
You churl, PII maintain 
My father built Luſk, 
The :aitle of Slain, 
And Carrick Drumruſk : 7 
The Eari of Kildare 

And Moynalta, his brother, 

As great as they are, 

I was nurs'd by their mother. 5 

Aſe that of a Madam, 80 
Shell tell you who's who, 

As far up as Adam, 

She knows it is true. 

Come down wich that beam, 

If cudgels arc ſcarce, 827 
A blow on the Mam, 

Or a kick on ti.c 2 


© 


ie. 


A French g2n:|eman dining with ſome company en a 
Falt-day, called icr ſome bacon and eggs. The ret 
were very angry, and reproved him {or lo heinous a 
fin. Wwhercupon ke wrote the following lines exten- 
pore 3 which are here tr:nfliccd, 


Eut on cr. ire avec Lon ſens 
Qu un lurdin le mit en culere, © 


|| Dopgers, er ſaort words. 

$ It i the cuforn in Ireland, to call nurſes ſoſter- mothers, their 
huſbands foſter-fathers, and tl cir children tofter-bruth--15 or ſc fer- 
fiſters ; and thus the pooteſt claim Kin red to lie richeſt. 
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que manger un har, 


glaire 
e Pil bien de nos ſoups ? 


In ENGLISH. 


HO can believe with common ſenſe, 
A bacon- ſlice g ves God offence, 

Or how a herring hath a charm 

Almighty vengeance to diſirm? 

4 up in majeſty divinc, 


Does he regard on what we dine? 


Wi 


An excellent new So N G on a ſeditious pam- 
phlet. * 


Ta the tune of Packington's pound. 
Written in the year 1720. 


Rocados and damaſks, and tabbies, and gawles, 
Are by Robert Ballentine lately brought over, 
With forty things more: now hear what the law ſays, 
Whoe'er will not wear them, is not the King's lover. 
Though a printer and dean 9 
Seditiouſly mean 
Our ta Iriſh hearts from old England 2 wen, 
Vor. VI. N We'll 


* Dr Swift having wrote a treatiſe, adviſing the people of Ire- 
land to wear their own manufactures, a proſecution was ſet on 
foot againſt Waters the printer thereof; which was carried on 
with fo much violence, that the then Lord Chief Juſtice, one 
Whitſhed, thought proper, in a manner the moſt extraordinary, to 
ny the grand Jury above twelve hours, and to ſend them eleven 


out of court, until he had wearicd them into a ſpecial verdict. 
der vol. 3. p. 3. 


In England the dead in woollen are clad, 10 
The dean and his printer then let us ery ſie on; 
To be cloth'd like a carcaſe would make a Teague mad, 
Since a living dog better is than 2 dead lion. 
Our wives they grow fallen 
At wearing of woollen, 15 
And all we poor ſhopkeepers muſt our horas pull in. 
Then we'll buy Engliſh hlks for our wires and our 
davghters. 
In ſpite of. his Deanſhip and fourneyman Waters. 


III. 


Whoever our trading with England would hinder, 
To inflame both the nations do plainly conſpire ; 
Becauſe Iriſh linen will ſoon turn to tinder ; 
And wool it is greaſy, and quickly takes fire. 
Therefore I aſſure — 
Our noble grand jury — . 


fury: 25 
They would buy Engliſh ſilks for their wives, and their 
daughters, 


In ſpite of his Deanſhip and journeyman Waters. 
IV. 


Tnis wicked rogue Waters, who always i is inning, 
And before Corum xobus lo oft has been call'd, 
Hence;orward ſhall print neither pamphlets nor linen, zo 

And, it ſwearing can do't, ſhall be ſwindgingly maul d: 
And as for the Dean, 
You know whom I mean, 
{f the printer will peach him, he'll arce come of clen. 


C 
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Then we'll buy Engliſh filks for our wives and our 
daughters, 
In ſpite of his Deanſhip and journeyman Waters. 


CarBERIEA RUuPES in comitatu Corcageuſi 
apud Hibernicos. || 


Scripfit Jun. ann. Dom. 1723. 


Cce ingens fragmens ſcopuli, quod vertice ſummo 
Deſuper impendet, nullo fundamine nixum, 

Decidit in fluctus: maria undique et undique ſaxa 
Horriſono ſtridore tonant, et ad æthera murmur 
Erigitur ; trepidatque fuis Neptunus in undis. 5 
Nam, longa venti rabie, atque aſpergine crebr3 
Xquoret laticis, ſpecus ima rupe cavatur : 
Jam fulrura ruit, jam ſumma cacumina nutant ; 
Jam cadit in przceps moles, et verberat undas 
Attonitus credas, hinc dejeciffe tonantein o 
Montibus impofitos montes, et Pelion altum 
In capita anguipedum cœlo jaculifſe gigantum. 


Szpe etiam ſpelunca immani aperitur hiatu 
Exeſa è ſcopulis, et utrinque foramina pandit, 
Hinc atque hinc a ponto ad pontum pervia Phœbo. 15 
Cautibus enormè junctis laquearia tecti 
Formantur ; moles olim ruitura ſuperne. 
Fornice ſublimi nidos poſuere palumbes, 
Inque imo ſtagni poſuere cubilia phocz. 


Sed, cum ſzvit hyems, et venti, carcere ruptz, 20 
Immenſos volvunt fluctus ad culmina montis, 
Non obſeſſæ arces, non fulmina vindice dextra 
Miſſa Jovis, quoties inimicas ſævit in urbes, 
Exæquant ſonitum undarum, veniente procellà: 
Littora littoribus re boant; vicinia lat, 25 
N 2 Gens 


See p. 3 
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Gent aſſueta mari, et pedibus percurrere 


Gramina dum carpunt pendentes rupe capellz, 
Vi falientis aquz de ſummo precipitantur, 
Et dulces animas imo ſub gurgite linquunt. 30 


Piſcator terri non audet vellere funem : 
Sed latet in portu tremebundus, et, ara fudum 


Haud ſperans, Nereum precibus votiſque fatigat. 


[We have added a tranſlation of the preceding poem 
for the benefit of our Engliſh readers. It is dove by Mr. 
W. Dunkin, M A. for whom our ſuppoſed author hath 
expreſſed a great regard on account of his ingenious per- 
formances, although unacquainted with him. ] 


CarBERkY Rocks in the County of Corke, 
Irelard. 


O! from the top of yonder cliff, that ſhrouds 
L Its airy head amidft the azure clouds, 

Hangs a huge fragment; deſtitute of props, 

Prone on the waves the rocky ruin drops! 

With hoarſe rebuff the ſweiling ſeas rebound, 5 
From ſhore to ſhore the rocks return the found : 

The dreadful murmur heav'ns |. igh convex cleaves, 
Ard Neptune ſhrinks beneath bis ſubject waves: 

For long the whirling wincs ard beating tides 

Had ſcoop'd a vault into its nether ſides. io 
Now yields the baſe, the ſummits nod, now urge 
Their headlong courſe, and laſh the ſounding ſurge. 
Nat louder noiſe could ſhake the guilty world, 

When Jove heap'd mountains upon mcuntains hurl'd; 
Retorting Pelion from his dread abode, 15 
To cruſh carth's rebel-ſons beneath the load. 


Oft too with hideous yawn the caverns wide 
Preſent an orifice on either fade, 


A di- 
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A diſmal orifice from ſea to ſea 

Extended, pervious to the god of day : 

Uncouthly join'd the rocks --; -——v 

An arch, the ruin of a future form : 

High on the cliff their neſts the woodqueſts make, 
And ſea-calves ſtable in the o y lake. 


But when bleak Winter with his ſullen train 25 
Awakes the winds to vex the wat'ry plain; 
When o'er the craggy ſteep without controul, 
Big with the blaſt, the raging billows roll, 
Not towns — not the flaming brand, 
Darted from heav'n by Jove's avenging hand, 30 
Oft as on im pious men his wrath he pours, 
Humbles their pride, and blaſts their gilded tow'rs, 
Equal the tumult of this wild uproar : 
Waves ruſh oer waves, rebellows ſhore to ſhore. 
The neighb'ring race, though wont to brave the | 

ſhocks _. 35 

Of angry ſeas and run along the rocks, 
Now pale with terror, while the ocean foams, 
Fly ſar and wide, nortruſt theirnative homes. 


The goats, while ent from the mountain-top 
The wither'd herb 1— — they erop, 40 
Waſh'd down the precipice with ſudden fiveep, 

Leave their ſweet lives beneath th* unfathom'd deep. 
The frighted fiſher with deiponding eyes, | 
Though ſafe, yet trembling in the harbour lies, 

Nor hoping to behold the ſkies ſerene, 45 
'Vearies with vows the monarch of the main. 
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Upon the Hong Prot diſcovered by 
HarLeqvin, the Biſhop of Rocatsrzx's 


French dog. * 


In a dialogue between a Whig and a Tory. 


Written in the year 1723. 


Ad a Whig the other night, 

How came this wicked plot to light ? 

He anſwer d, that a dog of late 

Inform'd a miniſter of itate ; 

Said I, from thence I nothing know, 

For are not all informers fo ? 

A villain who his friend betrays, 

We ſtyle him by no other phraſe ; 

And fo a perjur'd dog denotes 

Porter, and Prendergaſt, and Oates, 

And forty others I could name. 
Whig. But you muſt know this dog was lame. 
Tory. A weighty argument indeed ! 

Your evidence was lame : : 

Come, help your lame dog o'er the ſtile. 
Whig Sir, you miſtake me all this while : 

I mean a dog (without a joke) 

Can how!, and bark, but never ſpoke. 
Tory. Lm ſtill to ſeek, which dog you mean; 

Whether cur Plunket, or whelp Skean, 

An Engliſh, or an Iriſh hound; 

Or Yoiher puppy that was drown'd, 

Or Maſon, that abandon'd bitch: 

Then pray be free, and tell me which: 


For 


+ Sex the proceedings in parliament againſt Dr. Atterbury the 


Biithop of Roc heſter, State-trials, vol 6. 


He was tried by the 


Lords t:r a plot againſt the government, deprived of his biſhopric, 
and buniſhes his native caunttz. He died in France, Feb. 15, 1732. 


THE FRENCH DOG. 


4H 
; 
5 
F 


7 


a Porridge-Pot: 
twas but juſt; for wiſe men ſay, 
ev'ry dog muſt have his day. 
ei 
he 


5 


F 


alpole laid a quart of nog on't, 
ther make a hog or dog on't, 
kd fince he has got his wiſh, 
had thrown down a diſh. 
is I ſoretel you from it, 
return to his own vomit. 
Whig. Beſides this horrid plot was found 
Neynoe, after he was drown'd. 
Tory. Why then the proverb is not right, 
Since you can teach dead dogs to bite. 
Whig. I prov'd my propottiion full: 
But Jacobites are ſtrangely dull. 
Now let me tell you painly, Sir, 
Our witneſs is a real cur, 
A dog of ſpirit for his years, 
Has twice two legs, two hanging cars ; 
His name is Harlequin, I wot, | 
And that's a name in ev'ry plot: 
Reſolv'd to fave the Britiſh nation, 
Though French by birth and education ; 
His correſpondence plainly dated 
Was all decypher'd and tranſlated : 
His anſwers were excceding pretty 
Before the ſecret wiſe committee: 
Confeſs'd as plain as he could bark: 


W 
loo 


LES 


if 


Then with his fore-foot ſet his mark. 
Tory. Then all this while have I been bubbled, 


I thought it was a dog in doubler : 
The matter now no longer ſticks ; 
For ſtateſmen never want dog-tricks. 
But fince it was a real cur, 

And nat a dog in metaphor, 


25 


35 


45 
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| give 


plac 
Whig. Yes, and a place he will grow rich in; 6 
 turnipit in the royal kitchen. 


We gueſs'd the biſhop's foot was in it. 70 
Tory. I own it was a dang'rous project; 

And you have prov'd it by dog-logic. 

Sure ſuch intelligence between 

A dog and biſhop ne er was ſcen, 

Till you began to change the breed ; 75 

Your biſhops all are d—gs indeed. 


Fo 
5 
: 
11175 
| 
* 
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Joan cudgels Nev. 


Written in the year 1723. 
Joon cath bes yet Ned's a bully | 


Will cudgels Befs, yet WilPs a cully. 
Ned and Beſs, give Will to Joan, 
She dares not ſay her life's her own. 
Die Joan and Will ; give Beſs to Ned, . 
And ev'ry day ſhe combs his : ead 


STELLA at Woop-PARR. 


A hcuie of Charles Fon p, Eſq; eight miles from 
Dublin. 


Cuicumgne nocere volebat 
Feſtin.enta dabat pretioſa. 


Written in the year 1723 


ON Carlos in a merry ſpite 
Did 8 ella to his houſe invite. 


75 


STELLA AT WOOD-PARK. 


He entertain'd her half a year 
With gen'rous wines and coſtly cheer. 
Don Carlos made her chief director, 
That ſhe might oer the ſervants heftor, 
In half a week the dame grew nice, 
Got all things at the — 2 : 
Now at the table-head ſhe fits, 
Preſented with the niceſt bits ; 
She looked on partridges with ſcorn, 
Except they taſted of the corn: 
A haunch of ven'ſon made her ſweat, 
Unleſs it had the right funrette. 
Don Carlos earneſtly would beg, 
Dear madam, try this pigeon's leg ; 
Was happy, when he could prevail 
To make her on!y touch a quail. 
Through candle-light the view'd the wine, 
To ſee that ery glaſs was fine. 
At laſt grown preude: than the devil 
With feeding high and treatment civil, 
Don Carlos now began t ſind 
His malice work as he deſign'd. 
The winter-%y began to frown, 
Poor Stella mult pack off to town ; 
From purling ſtreams and fountains bubbling, 
10 Liffey's ſtinking tide at Dublin: 
From wholeſome exerciſe and air, 
To ſoſſing in an eaſy chair: 
From ſtoinach ſharp, and hearty feeding, 
To piddle like a lady breeding : 
From ruling there the houſhold ſingly, 
To be directed here by Dingley : || 
From ev'ry day a lordly banquet, 
To half ajoiar, and God be thanked : 
From ev'ry meal, Pontack in plenty, 
To half a pint one day in twenty: 
N 5 | 


® The river that runs through Dublin, 
| Alady, The two laces 00 ged togtther, 


15 


Sz 


35 


From 
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From Ford atte::ding at her call, 
To viſits of 
From Ford who thinks of nothing mean, 
To the poor doings of the Dean : 
From growing richer with good cheer, 
'Fo running cut by ſtarving here. 
But now arrives the diſmal day; 
She muſt return to Ormond-quay. 4 
The coachman ftopt ; ſhe look'd, and ſworc 
The raſcal had miitook the door: 
At coming in you faw her ſtoop; 
The entry bruſh'd againſt her hoop : 
Each moment riſing in her air:, 
She curs'd the narrow winding flairs : 
Began a thouſand faults ta ſpy ; 
The ceiling hardly fix feet high ; 
The fmutty wainſcot full of cracks: 
And half the chairs with broken backs 
Her quarter's out at Ladyday, 
She vows ſhe will no longer ſtay 
In lodgings, like a poor Grizette, 
While there are lodgings to be lxt. 
Howe'er, to keep her ſpirits up. 
She ſent for company to ſup : 
When all the while you might remark, 
She ſtrove in vain to ape Wood- park. 
Two bottles call'd for (half her ftore, 
The cupboard could contain but four): 
A ſupper worthy of herſelt, 
Five nothings in five plates of delf. 
Thus for a week the farce went on ; 
When all her country-ſavings gone, 
She lell into her former ſcene, 
Small beer, a herring. and the Dean. 
Thus far in jeit : though now | fear, 
Yeu think my jefling too levere ; 


nere the two ladies lodged, 


45 


50 


— 
wo 


But 
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But poets, when a hint is new, 78 
Regard not whether falſe or true: 

Yet raillery gives no offence, 5 

Where truth has not the leaſt 
Nor can be more ſecurely plac d. 

Than on a nymph of Stella's taſte. 80 
I muſt confeſs, your wine and vittle 

] was too hard upon a little: 

Your table neat, your linen fine; 

And, though in miniature, you ſhine : 

Yet when you figh to leave Wood- park, 85 
The ſcene, the welcome, and the ſpark, 

To languiſh in this odious town, 

Aud pull your haughty ſtomach down; 

We think you quice miilake the caſe, 

The virtue lies not in the plage: go 
For though my raillery were true, 

A cottage is Wood-park with you. 


A quibbling ELz&y on the Worſliipful 
Judge Boar. 


Written in the year 1723. 


mournful ditties, Clio, change thy note 

Stnce cruel fate hath ſunk our Juſtice Boat. 

Way ſhould he fink, where nothing ſeem'd to preſa ? 

His lading little, and his ballaft leſs. 

Toſt in the waves of this te mpeſtuous world, 5 

At length, his anchor fix'd, and canvas turi'd, 

To Lazy-hill | retiring from his court, 

At his Ring's-end he tounders in the 

With water f fill'd he could no longer float, 

The common death of many a ſtronger boat. 10 
A roit fo fil. d, on nature's laws intrenches : 


Benches on boats are plac'd, not boats on benches, 


And 


| Two villages near the ſea, where boatmen and jeamen Kve. 
} It was ſaid he died of a dropſy. 


270 ELEGY ON JUDGE BOAT. 


And yet our Boat, how ſhall I reconcile it? 

Was both a boat, and in one ſenſe a pilot. 

With every wind he faild, and well could tack : 13 
Had many pendents, but abhorr'd a Jack. * 
He's gone, although his friends began to hope, 
That he might yet be lifted by a rope. 

Behold the awful bench on which he ſat ; 
He was as hard and pond'rous wood as that: 20 
Yet, when his ſand was out, we find at laſt, 

That death has overſet him with a blaſt. 
Our Boat is now fail'd to the Stygian ferry, 
There to ſupply old Charon's leaky wherry: 
-naron in him will ferry fouls to hell; 25 
A trade our Boat || hath practis'd here fo well: 
And Cerberus hath ready in his paws 
Both pitch and brimſtone to fill up his flaws, 
Yer, ſpite af death and fate, I here maintain 
We may place Boat in his old polt again. 30 
The way is thus, and well de terves your thanks : 
Take the three ftrongeft of his broken planks ; 
Fix them on high, conſpicuous to be fecn, 
Form'd like the triple tree near Stephen's f green ; 
And when we view it thus with thief at end on't, 35 


We'll cry, Lock, here's our Bont, and there's the pendent. 


F 
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ERE lies Judge Boat within a ceffn ; 

Pray gentle folks forbear your ſcoſſing. 
A Boat a judge yes; where's the blunder ? | 
A tocedeꝝ judge is no ſuch wonder, 
And in his robes you muſt agree, 5 


No Baat was better deci'd than he. 


A cart word for a Jacobite, 
In hang'ng people 2s a judge, | 
Ve bere the Dublin gallows ſt. nds. | 


- 
5 
: 
* 


RECEIPT FOR STELLA. 


"Tis needleſs to deſeribe him fuller, 
In Fort be was an able ſculler. 


A receipt to reſtore STELLA's youth. 


Written in the year 1724-5. 


RE Scottiſh hinds, too poor to houſe 
In troity nights their ſtarving cows, 
While not a blade of graſs or hay 
Appears from Michaelmas to May, 
Mutt let their cattle range in vain 
For food along the barren plain. 
Meagre and lank with faſting grown, 
And nothing left but ſkin and bone; 
Expos'd to want, and wind, and weather, 
They juſt keep lite and ſoul together, 
Till ummer ſhow*rs and evening's dew 
Again the verdant glebe renew; 
And as the vegetables rite, 
The famiſh'd cow her want ſupplies : 
Without an ounce of laſt year's fleſh ; 
Whate'er ſhe gaios is young and freſh ; 
Gios plump and round, and full of mettle, 
As riſing from Medea's kettle, 
Wich youth and beauty to inchant 
Enropa's counterfeit gallant. f 
Why, Stella, ſhou!d you knit your brow, 
If I compare you to the cow? 
Tis juſt the caſe ; for you have faſted 
So long, till all your fleſh is walted, 
And mutt again the warmer days 
Be lent to Quilca t down to graze ; 


took. 


15 


25 


Where 
* Query, Whether the author meant ſchelar, and wilfully miſ- 


+ Jupiter is fabled to have ſtolen Europa in the ſhape of a bull. 


— 
1 Dr. Sherican's houſe, forty miles from Dublin. 
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—_ and exerciſe, and air, 
ill your 1 
The nutriment from thin, 
Round all your body, plump your ſkin; 
Will agitate the lazy flood, 
And fill your veins with ſpritely blood: 
Nor fleſh nor blood will be the ſame, 
Nor aught of Stclla but the name ; 
For what was ever underſtood 
By human kind, but fleſh and blocd ? 
And if your fleſh and blood be new, 
You'll be no more the former you ; 
But for a blooming nymph will paſs, 
S fifteen, coming ſummer's graſs, 
our jetty locks with ga: landscrown'd : 
While all the *iquires tor nine miles round, 
** by a brace of curs, 
With jocky boots and flver ſpurs, 
No les than juſtices o 
Their cow-boys bearing cloaks before em, 
Shall leave deciding broken pates, 
To ki's your ſt ps at Quilca gates. 
But leſt you ſhould my iii} diſgrace, 
Come back before you're out of caſe : 
For if to Michaelmas you ſtay, 
The new-bern fleſh will melt away; 
1 n the houſe 
or better game, look for grouſe; 
But here, before the frolt can mar it, 
We'll make it firm with beef and claret. 


RECEIPT FOR STELLA. 
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WurrTsHED's motto on his coach. * 


LinBtRTAS ET NATALE SOLUM. 


Liberty and my native country. 
Written in the year 2706, 


Bertas et nataie ſalum: 
Fine words ! I wonder where you ſtole em. 
Could nothing, but thy chief reproach, 
Serve for a motto on thy coach ? 
But let me now the words tranſlate : . 5 
Natale ſalum, my eſtate; 
My dear eſtate, how well I love it! 
M; tenants, if you doubr, will prove it : 
They ſwear 1 am fo kind and good, 
I hug them, til! I ſqueeze their blood. 10 
Libertas bears a large import : 
Firſt, how to ſwagger in a court; 
And, fecondly, to ſhew my tury 
Againſt an uncomplying jury ; 
And, thirdly, *tis a new invention 15 
To favour Wood, and keep my penſion ; 
And, fourthly, tis to play an odd trick, 
Get the great ſcal, and turn out Brod'rick ; 
And, fiithly, (you know whom l mean, ) 
To humbie that vexatious Dean; 2n 
And, fixthly, for my foul to barter it, 5 
For fifty times its worth, to Carteret. + 
Now, fince your motto thus you conſtrue, 
I mult confeſs you've ſpoken once true. 


Libertas 


* The noted Chief Juſtice who twice proſecuted the Drapier, and 
diſſolved the grand jury for not finding the bill againſt him. See his 
letters, in vol. 3. 

(i. e.) Liberty to barter his ſoul. Hatuleſ. 
1 Lad Carteret, Lord Lieutenant of Ireland. 
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Libertas et natale jolum : 
You had good reaton, when you flole em. "5 


Sent by Dr. DzLaxy to Dr. Swirr, in order to 
be 


admitted to ſpeak to him, when he was 
deaf. 


Written in the year 1724. 


Ear Sir, I think 'tis doubly hard, 
Your ears and doors ſhould both be barr'd. 

Can any thing be more unkind ? 
Muſt I not ſee, "cauſe you are blind? 
Methinks, a friend at night ſhould cheer you, 5 
A friend that loves to ſce and hear you. 
Why am I robb'd of that delight, 
When you can be no luter by't ? 
Nay, when 'tis plain (for what is plainer ?) 
Thar if you heard, you'd be no gainer. 19 
For ſure you are not yet to learn, 
That hearing is not your concern ; 
Then be your doors no longer barr'd : 
Your buſineſis, Sir, is to be heard. 


The Ans WER. 


HE wile pretend to make it clear, 
Lis no great loſs to loie an car. 
Why are we then io tond of two, 
When, by experience, one would do ? 
| is true, fay they, cut off the hcad, 
And there's an end; the man is dead; 
Becauſe among all human race, 
None er was known to have a brace : 
Bat confidently they maintain, 
That where we hnd the members twain, 


3 


10 
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The loſs of one is no ſuch trouble, 

__ "— in ſtrength be double. 
The limb wing, 

Becomes his brother | lawful heir. | 


Both right and 42 as fellow · ſufferers. 
You fee my learning; but to ſhorten it, 
When my left ear was deaf a fortnight, 
To Yother ear | felt it coming on: 

And thus I folve this hard phenomenon. 


"Tis true, a glaſs will bring ſupplies 
To weak, or old, or cluuded eyes: 


THE ANSWER. 


15 


25 
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Your 
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Your arms, though both your eyes were loſt, 
Would guard your noſe againit a poſt : 
Without your legs, two legs of wood 

Are ſtronger, and almoit as = 

And as for hands, there have thoſe, 
Who wanting both, have us'd their toes; 
But no contrivance yet appears 

To furniſh artificial ears. 


A quiet Lirz and a good Name. 
To a friend who married a ſhrew. 


Written in the year 1724. 


ſcolded in fo loud a din, 

That Will durſt hardly venture in: 
He mark'd the conjugal difpute ; 

Nell roar'd inceflant, Dick fat mute; 

But when he ſaw his friend appear, 

Cry'd bravely, Patience, good my dear. 
At fight of Will ſhe bawPFd no more, 

But d out, and clapp'd the door. 


Why, Dick ! the deviPs in thy Nell, 
(Quoth Will,) thy houſe is worſe than hell: 
Why, what a the jade has rung ! 

her, why don't you flit her tongue? 
For nothing elſe will make it ceaſe. 
Dear Will, I ſuffer this for peace: 
I never quarrel with my wite ; 
I bear it for a quiet lite. 
Scripture, you know, exhorts us to it ; 
Bids us to Jeet peace, and enſue it. 


3 


15. 


Wi! 


® There was about this time a man tkewn, who wrote with hu 


foot. Hat ici. 
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A GOOD NAME. 


virago 
50 With Dick's own ſtaff, his peaceful neighbour : 
Poor Will, who needs muſt interpoſe, 
Neceiv d a brace or two of blows. 


But now, to make my ſtory ſhort, 
Will drew out Dick totake a quart, 
Wh „Dick, thy Wife has der lit whims ; 

Odibuds, why don't you break her limbs ? 
If ſhe were mine, and had fuch wicks, 
Fd teach her how to handle flicks : 30 
Z2— , I would ſhip her to Jamaica, 
Or truck the carrion for tobacco : 
Fd ſend her far enough away 
Dear Will; but what would people ſay ? 
Lord ! I ſhould get fo ill a name, 35 
The neighbours round would cry out, ſhame. 
Dick ſuffer'd for his peace and credit; 
But who believ'd him when he faid it? 
Can he, who makes himſelf a flave, 
Conſult his peace, or credit fave ? 40 
Dick found it by his ill ſucceſs, 
His quiet ſmall, his credit leſs. 
She ferv'd him at the uſual rate; 
0 She ſtann'd, and then ſhe broke his pate. 
And what he thought the hardeſt caſe, 
The pariſh jeer'd him to his face; 
Thoſe men who wore the breeches leaſt, 
CalPd him a cuckold, fool and beaſt. 
5 At home he was purſu'd with noiſe ; 
Abroad was pelter'd by the boys: 50 
Within, his wite would break his bones: 
Without, they pelted him with ſtoncs: 
11 The 'prentices procur'd a riding tf 
To act his patience, and her chiding. 
his Falſe 


t A riding, a humorous cavalcad: ſtill praftiſed in ſome part 
0* 


Le 
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He pick'd my marrow from the bone. 
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Falſe patience and miſtaken pride 
There are ten thouſand Dicks beſide ; 
Slaves to their quiet and good name 
as'd like Dick, and bear the blame. 


However, by the advice of ſome 

eſteem, and who were pleaſed to fend the copies, the few fol- 
ing have been publiſhed, ( which are allowed to be genuine ;) be- 
cauſe, we are informed that ſeveral go2d judges have a taſte for ſuch 
kind of compoſitions. ] 


A RI D D L ML 
Written in the year 1724. 


I. 


N youth exalted high in air, 

Or bathing in the waters fair, 

ature to form me took delight, 

And clad my body all in white: 

My perſon tall and flender waſte, 3 
On either fide with fringes grac'd ; 
Till me that tyrant man efpy'd, 

And drag'd me from my mother's fide ! 
No wonder now I look fo thin; : 
The tyrant ſtripp'd me to the ſkin : 10 
My ſkin he flay'd, my hair he cropt; 

At head and foot my body : 

And then, with heart more hard than ſtone, 


of England, to ridicule a ſcolding wife and henpecked buſband. 4 
woman beſtrides the horſe, an] with a ladle chaſtiſes a man, who fits 
on 2 pillion behind her, with his face to the horſe's tail. 
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To vex me more, pot pod dry 
To lit my tongue, make me ſpeak : 
Ku that which wonderful 

I to not to ears. 
CN des mae bs — 
And makes me tell a thouſand lies : 
To me he chiefly gives in truſt 

To pleaſe his — or his luſt. 
From me no ſecret he can hide: 

I ſee his vanity and pride : 

And my delight is to expoſe 

His follies to his greateſt foes. 


All languages I can command, 
Yet not a word I underſtand. 
Without my aid the beſt divine 
In learning would not know a line : 
The lawyer muſt forget his pleading ; 
The ſcholas could not ſhew his reading. 


Nay, man my maſter is my flave : 
I give command to kill or tave, 
Can grant ten thouſand pounds a-year, 
And make a beggar's brat a peer. 


But while I thus my life relate, 
[ only haſten on my fate. 
My tongue 1s black, my mouth is furr'd, 
| hardly now can force a word. 


__ d and forgot, 
—  - 


II. 


ANOTHER 


LL-ruling tyrant of the earth, 
Fo 2 


A 
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How 


RIDDLE S. 
monarch bleſo d, 


Of mortals, and the gods delight. 
Soon would their altars flame expire, 
If I refug'd to lend them fire. 


IH. 


ANOTH E R. 


Y fate exi/ted high in place, 
Lo, here I ſtand with dox4/e face ; 

Saperior none on earth I find; 

But fee below me all mankind, 

Yet, as it oft attends the great, 

I almoſt fat with my own weig t. 

At every motion undertook, 

The vulgar all conſult my Jock. 

I ſometimes give advice in writing, 

But never of my own inditing. 


I am a courtier in my Way, 
For thoſe who raid me, I betray ; 
And ſome give out that I entice 
To luſt, and luxury, and dice; 
Who puniſhments on me inflict, 
Brie they find chair predots pick's. 


By riding poſt I loſe my health ; 
N. Cath. 


& Mercury. I Volcan 
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—— 
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IV. 
" © i a Wh I 


Ecauſe I am by nature , 

I wiſely chuſe to walk _— 
However, to avoid diſgrace 
ie no creme fe my fer 
My words are few, but poke with ent 
And yet my ſfeaking gives offence : 

Or, if to whiſper | preſume, 
The company will fly the room. 
By all the world I am oppreft, 


And my oppreſſion gives them reſt. 


Through me, though fore agaiaſt my will, 
Ieſtructart ev'ry art inſtil. 
By thouſands I am eld and bought, 
Who neither get, nor loſe a groat ; 
For none, alas, by me can gain, 
But thote who give me greateſt pain, 
Shall man preſume to be my maſter 
Who's but my caterer and taſter ? 
Vet though I always have my will, 
Pm but a mere ſtill : 
An humbler hanger-on at beſt; 
Of whom all people make 4 jeſt. 


In me detractors ſeek to find 

Iwo vices of a diff rent kind: 

Fm too profuſe, ſome cens'rers cry, 
And all I get, I Jt it fy: 
While others give me many a curſe, 
Becauſe too cloſe I hold my purſe. 
But this I know, in either caſe 

They dare not charge me to 2 

Tis true indeed, ſometimes — 


Sometimes raw oat of all I have ; 


10 
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But when the year is at an end, 
Computing what I get and ſpend, 


My goings out, and comings in, 
EEC tnd 8 lake or win « 


And therefore all that know me ſay, 
I juſtly keep the middle ay. 
—_ 


Pm always by my betters 
J laſt get up, am firſt abed 

, if I riſe — time, 
The — — ſublime 
Conſult the ftars, and tt ence foretel 
Gad luck to thoſe with whom I dwell. 


V. 
a OT HS K 


J. 222 the pride of brutes, 
dject for diſputes, 

* — fair, 

Ted by vy /mphs with all their care ; 

I ſaw thee rais'd to high renown, 

Supporting half the Britiſh crown : 

And often have | ſeen thee grace 

The chaſte Diana's infant face; 

And whenſoe er you pleaſe to ſhine, 

Leſs uſeful is her light than thine : 

Thy num'rous fingers know their way, 

And oft in Celia's treſſes play. 


T0o place thee in another view, 

Pl ſhew the world ſtrange things and true; 
What lords and dames ot high 7 Gn 

May juſtly — Bree then: 
4 2 

Of ſpleen you cure the female ſex. 

Thee for a gift the courtier ſends 


With pleatare to his fpecial friends 
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He gives; and, with a gen'rous pride 
ns als nnanne the a bs Ride : 
Nor oft can the receiver know, 
Whether he has the gift or no. 

On airy wings you take your flight, 
And fly unſeen both day and night ; 
Conceal your form with various tricks; 
And few know how or where you fix. 
Yet ſome, who n&er beſtow'd thee, boaſt 
That they to others give thee moſt. 
Mean time, the wiſe a queſtion ſtart, 

If thou a real being art; 

Or but a creature of the brain, 


That gives imaginary pain: 


But the fly giver better knows thee ; 


Who feels true joys, when he beitows thee. 


VL 
3» SS a 8 i wn 1 


HOUGH I, alas! a pris'ner be 
My trade is pris' ners to ſet free. 
No flave his Lord's commands obeys 
With fuch infinuating 
My genius piercing, ſharp, and bright, 
Wherein the men of wit delight. 
The clergy keep me for their caſe, 
And turn and wind me as they pleaſe. 
A new and wondrous art | ſhow 
Of raifing ſpirits from below; 
In ſcarlet tome, and ſome in white: 
They riſe, walk round, yet never fri zh: 
In at each mouth the ſpirits paſs, 
Diſtinctly ſeen as through a glals : 
Oer head and body make a rout 
And drive at laſt all ſecrets out: 
Vor. VI. O 
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This gulph inſatiable imbibes 
The lawyer's fees, the ſtateſman's bribes. 20 
Here, in their proper ſhape and mien, 
Fraud, perjury, and guilt are ſeen. 


The haughty prince, the humble ſlave, 
Phy fictan, lawyer, and divine, 


All make oblations at this ſhrine. 30 


Some enter boldly, ſome by ſtealth, 

And leave behind their fruitleſs wealth, 

For while the baſhful ſylvan maid, 

As half aſham'd, and halt afraid, 

Approaching finds it hard to part 35 
With that which dwelt fo near her heart; 

The courtly dame, unmov'd by fear, 

Profuſely pours her off rings here. - 


A treaſure here of learning lurks, 
Huge hezps of never-dying works 40 
O : Labour: 
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Labours of r 
And millions of the preſent age 


In at this gulf all of rings A 
And lie an undiftinguiſh'd maſs. 
Deucalion to reftore mankind 
Was bid to throw the ſtones behind; 
So thoſe who here their gifts convey, 
Are forc'd to look another way; 

For few, a choſen few, muſt knov 
The myſteries chat lie below. 


Sad charnel-houſe ! a diſmal dome, 
For which all mortals leave their home; 
The young, the beautiful, and brave, 
Here bury'd in one common grave; 
Where cach ſupply of dead renews 
Unwholcſome dampe, offenſive dews : 
And lo ! the writing on the walls 
Points out where each new victin falls; 
The bod of worms, and beaſts obſcene, 
N ho round the vault luxuriant reign. 


See where thole mangled corpſes lie, 
Condemn'd by female hands to die; 
V comely dame once clad in white, 
Lies there conlign'd to endleſs night; 
Ry cruel hands her blood was ipilt, 
And yether wealth was all her guilt. 


And here ſix virgins in a tomb, 
Ul- beautcous offapring of one wemb, 
Ot in the train of Venus ſcen, 
As fair and lovely as their queen: 
In royal gat ments each was dreſt, 
Each with a gold and purple veſt ; 
I ſaw them of their garments ſtript, 


Tacir throats were cut, their bellies ript ; 
Twice were they bury'd, twice were born, 


Trice from their ſepulebres were torn ; 


45 


50 


8 


een 


> = 


ww ASTD fn 


ACA WWH.DE 


43 


70 


to 


RIDDLES. 


But now diſmember'd here are caſt, 
And find a reſting - place at laſt. 


Here oft the curious trav'ller finds 
The combat of oppoling winds : 
And ſeeks to learn the ſecret cauſe, 
Which alicn ſeems from nature's laws ; 
Why, at this cave's tremendous mouth, 
He feels at once both north and fouth : 
Whether the winc3 in caverns pent 
Through clefts oppugnant force a vent; 
Or whether, op'ning all his ſtores, 
Fierce Eolus in tempeſt roars. 


Yet from this mingled maſs of things 
In time a new creation ſprings 
Theſe crude materials once ſhall riſe 
To fill the earth, and ai, and ſkies : 
In various forms appear again 
Of vegetables, brutes, and men. 
$7 Jove pronounc'd among the gods, 
Olympus trembling as he nods. 


VIII. 
n 
Lovisa to STR EH HON. 
Written in the year 1724. 

U, Strephon, how can you deſpiſe 


Her who without thy pity dies ? 
To Stre I have ſtil] been true, 


And of as noble blood as you; 


Fair iflue of the genial bed, 


A virgin in thy boſom bred ; 


Embrac's thee cloſer than a wife; 
When thee I leave, I leave my 2. 


233 


Why 


And all my kin, a num'rous 

Who down direct our lineage bring 

From victors o'er the Memphian King; 
ie ges and i 


y plains, 
Who in tempeſtuous ſeas can ſport, 
And ſcorn the pleaſures of a court ; 
From whom great Sylla found his doom ; 


Who ſcourg'd to death that ſcourge of Rome, 


Shall on thee take a dire ; 
Thou, like Alcides, ſhalt expire, 

When his envenom'd ſhirt he wore, 
And ſkin and fleſh in pieces tore. 

Nor lefs that ſhirt, my rival's gift, 
Cut from the piece that made her ſhift, 
Shall in thy deareſt blood be dy d, 
And make thee tear thy — hide. 


35 
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FX. 
a MH OT Mm 50 
Written in the year 1725. 


Epriv'd of root, and branch, and rind, 

Yet flows | bear of ev'ry kind ; 

And fuch is my prolific pow'r, 

They bloom in leſs than half an hour: 

Yet ſtanders- by may plainly ſez 5 
They get no nouriſliment from me. | 
My head with giddineſs goes round, 

And yet I firmly ſtand my ground: 


„. 

22 ted like an Indian 
r 
Eee j's ach numbers hand i hand; 
n 
_— 4 — thi 

And though no marriage words „ 15 
They part not till the ring is broke, 
Yet hypocrite fanatics cry, 

Pm out an idol rais'd on high? 
And once a weaver in our town, 
Adamn'd Cromwellian, knock d me down. 20 
1 lay a pris ner twenty years, 

And then the jovial cavaliers 
To their old polt reſtor'd all three, 

I mean the church, the king, and me. 


10 


Vexses on the upright judge who condemned the 
Dz ayier's printer. 


Written in the year 1724. 


HE church I bate, and have good reaſon ; 
For there my grandfire cut his wen 


296 ON THE WANT OF SILVER. 


He cut his weazen at the altar ; 
I keep my gullet for the halter. 


church your 

To da the job too long he tarry'd ; 
. ſhould have had my hearty vote, 
To cut his throat before he marry's. 


rr PPP 


On the ſame. 


(The Fudge ſpeaks.) 
2 grandſon of that — ! 


or can you prove it, Mr. Paſquin 
My grandame had gallants by twenties, 
And bore my mother by a prentice; 
This, when my grandfire knew, they tell us he 5 
InCrritt-chorch t cut his throat for jealouſy. 
And, fince the Alderman was mad you ſay, 
Then I muit be ſo too, ex tradazce. 


an. Oi}. Om A pmiim—_JFcADog 


A Sturz, on our want of SiLvEr, and the only 
way to remedy it. 


Written in the year 172;. 


S when of old ſome forc'reſs threw 

O'er the moon's face a fable hue, 
To drive unſeen her magic chair, | 
At midnight, through the darken'd air: 
Wile people, who believ'd with reaſon, 5 
That this eclipſe was out of ſeaſon, 
Afirm'd the moon was ſick, and fell 
To cure her by a counter-ſpe!l. 


Ten 
An Alderman. 


WOOD THE IRONMONGER. 297 


Ten thouſand cymbals now | 
To rend the ſkies with brazen din; 10 
The cymbals rattling ſounds diſpel 

The cloud, and drive the hag to hell : 

The moon, deliver'd from her pain, 

Diſplays her filver face again. | 

(Note here, that, in the chymic ſtyle, 15 
The moon is filver all this while). 


So (if my fimile you minded, 
Which I confeſs is too long-winded) 
When late a feminine magician, + 
ſoin'd with a brazen politician, 20 
Expos'd, to blind the nation's eyes, 
A parchment of prodigious fize : f 
Conceal'd behin ry ample ſcreen, 
There was no filver to be ſeen. 
But to this parchment let the Draper 25 
his counter-charm of paper, 
And ring Wood's copper in our ears 
$5 ud, il all the nation hears ; 
That ſound will make the parchment fhrive!, 
And drive the conj'rers to the devil: 36 
And when the ſky is grown ſerene, 
Our ſilver will appear again. 


Oi: Wooy the I Rox MONT GER. 


Written in the year 1725. 


Almoneus, as the Grecian tale is, 
Was a mad copperimith of Elis; 
Up at his forge by morning-peep, 
No creature in the lane could ſleep. 
Among a crew of roilt'ring feil>ws 
Would fit whole ex 'nings at the alchouſe: 
| me 7 Ha: 


+ A great lady is reported to have been bribed by Wood. 
tA — atent to William Wood, for coining halt pence. 
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His wife and children wanted bread, 
While he went always drunk to bed. 
This vap'ring ſcab muſt needs deviſe 

To ape the thunder of the fkies : 

With braſs two fiery ſteeds he ſhod, 

To make a clatt'ring as they trod. 

Of polifh'd brafs his flaming car 

Like lightning dazzled from afar ; 

And up he mounts into the box, 

And he muſt thunder, with a pox. 
Then furious he begins his march, 
Drives rattling o'er a brazen arch: 
2 end debvn. 
Among the trembli » 
All ran to pray*rs, both prieſts and laity, 
To pacify this angry deity ; 

When Jove, in pity to the town, | 
With real thunder knock'd him down. 
Then what a huge delight were all in, 
To ſee the wicked varlet ſprawling ? 
They ſearch'd his pockets on the place, 
And found his copper all was baſe ; 
They hugh'd at ſuch an Iriſh blunder, 
Ta take the noiſe of braſs for thunder. 


The moral of this tale is proper, 
Apply'd to Wood's adult'rate copper: 
Which, as he ſcatter'd, we like dolts 
Miſtook at firſt for thunderbolts; 

B-fore the Drapier ſhot a letter, 

Nor Jove himſelf could do it better,) 
Which lighting on the impoſtor's crown, 
Like real :hi:nder knock'd him down. 
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Written in the year 1725. 


Y long obſervation I have und erſtood 
That two little vermin are kin to Will Wood. 

The firſt is an inſet they call a wood-louſe 

That folds up itſelf in itielf for a houſe, 

As round as a ball, without head, without tail, 5 
Inclos'd cap -a. per 2 coat of mail. 

And thus William to my fancy appears 

Ia fillers of braſs rall'd up to kis exrs : 

And over theſe fillets he witely has thrown, . 

To keep out of danger, a doublet of ftone. + 10: 


The louſe of the wood for a med'cine is us d, 
Or ſwallow'd alive, or filfully bruis'd. 
And let but our. mother Hibernia contrive 
To ſwailow Will Woad either bruis d or alive. 
She need be no more with her jaundice poſſeſt, 15 
Or fick of obſtructions, and pains in her cheſt. 


The next is an inſect we call a wood-worm, . 
That lies in old woed like a hare in her ſorm: 
With teeth or with claws it will bite or will ſcratch ; ; 
Ard chambermaid's chriften this worm a deat h-watch ; 20 
Becauſe, like a watch, it always cries click : 
Then woe be to thoſe in the houſe who are fick ; 
For, as lure as a gun, they will give up the ghoſt, 
If the maggot cries click, when it ſcratches the poſt. 
But a kettle of ſcalding hot water injefted 25 
Infallibly cures the timber affefted: 
The omen is broken, the danger is over; 
The maggot will die, and the fick will recover. 

Such 


+ He was in jail for debt, 
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Such a worm was Will Wood, when he ſeratch'd at 
the door 

Of a governing ſtateſman or favourite whore: 
"The death of our nation he ſcem'd to foretel, 
And the found of his braſs we took fur our knell. 
But now ſince the Drapier had heartily mauPd him, 
I thiak the beſt thing we can do is to ſcald him. 
For which operation there's nothing more proper 35 
Than the liquor he deals in, his own melted copper; 
Unleſs, like the Dutch, you rather would boil 
his coiner of raps * in a cauldron of oil. 
hen chuſe which you pleaſe, and let each bring a faggot, 
For our fear's at an end with the death of the maggot.t40 


30 


To QUILCA, 


A CournTtryz-Housts of Dr. Surmio AN in no 


very good repair, where the ſuppoſed author, 
and ſome of his friends, ſpent a ſummer in the 
year 1725. 


ET me thy properties explain : 

A rotten cabin, dropping rain ; 
Chiancys with {corn re ecting ſmoke ; 
Stooks, tables, chairs, and bedſteads broke. 
Here elements have loſt their uſes, 

Air ripens not, nor earth produces : 

In vain we make poor Sheelah I toil, 
Fire will not roaſt, nor water buil. 
Through all the valleys, hills, and plains, 
The goddeſs Want in triumph reigns ; 10 
And her chiet officers of ſtate, 

Sloth, Dirt, and Theft, around her wait. 


— 


Horace, 


A cant word ia Ireland for a counterfeit half penny. 
+ Sev vol. 3. p- 143. 
t An Ir h name, 


& 


Horace, ode 14. book 1. paraphraſed, and 
? inſcribed to IRELAND. 


Written in the year 1725-6, 


The INSCRIPTION. 


Por floating iſte, taſi d on ill fortunes waves, 
Ordain d by fate to be the land of flaves ; 
Shall moving Delos now deep rooted ftand ; 
Thou, fi d of old, be now the moving land ? 
Although the metaphor be worn and ſtale, 
Betwixt a fate, and veſſel under ſail ; 

Let me ſuppoſe thee for a ſhip a while, 

And thus addreſs the in the ſailker”s fyle. 


t. Nhappy ſhip, thou art return'd in vain: 
New weaves ſhall drive thee to the deep again. 
Look to thyſelf, and be no more the f 
2. Of giddy winds, but make ſome friendly port. 
3. Loſt are thy oars, that us d thy courſe to guide, 
Like faithful counſ-llors on cither fide. 
4. Thy malt, which like ſome aged patriot ſtood 
The ſinęle pillar for his country's good, 
To lea! thee, as a ſtaff directs the blind, 
Behoid it cracks by yon rough eaſtern wind. 
5. Yourcables burſt, and you muſt quickly feel 
The waves impetuous enter at your keel. 


Thus, 


1. 0 navis, referent in mare te novi. 
Fluftus. 


2. Ferticer ecci pa 


Fortum. 
Nudum remigio lctus. 
Malus celeri ſaucius Afric >. 
Ac fine funibus 
V ix durare carinæ 
Peſſint imperiaſius 
A quor ? 


3. 
4. 
5 


302 HORACE. 
Thus, commonwealths receive a foreign yoke, 


When the ſtrong cords of union once are broke ; 


ſudden 
" — &- 4 — - — 


e a tr ry as, 
ble pamphlet into rags : 


The _ author doom'd to death, 
Who fondly put his truſt in pop'lar breath. 


A larger facrifce in vain you vow ; 
+. There's not a pow'r above will help you now : 
A nation thus, who oft heav'n's call neglects, 
In vain from injur'd hcav'n relief expects. 


8. *'Twill not avail, when thy ſtrong ſides are broke, 

That thy rr 

Or, when your name and family you boaſt, 

From fleets triumphant o'er the Gallic coaſt. 

Such was Ierne's claim, as juſt as thine, 

Her ſons deſcended from the Britiſh line; 

Her maichleſs ſons, whoſe valour ſtill remains 

On French records for twenty long campaigns : 


Yet from an empreſs now a captive grown, 
She fav'd Britannia's rights, and loſt her own. 


9 In ſhips decay d no mariner confides, 
Lur'd by the gilded ſtern and painted lides ; 
Yet at a ball unthinking tcols delight 
In the gay trappings of a birthday-night : 


They 


6. Non tibi ſunt integra lintea. 
4 Lee 


— gy 5s, 
9- 


— — 


10. Fadi; 


CG 
a1 
F 
1 


10. 


DR. YOUNG'S SATIRE. zez 


They on the bold brocades and fatins rav'd, 

And quite forgot their country was inſlav'd. 
Dear veſſel, ſtill be to thy fteerage juſt ; 

Nar change thy courſe with ev'ry Baden guſt, 

Like ſupple patriots of the modern fort, 

Who turn with ev'ry gale that blows from court. 


Weary and ſea ;- ſick when in thee confin'd, 
Now for thy ſafety cares dĩitract my mind ; 

As thoſe, who long have ſtood the ftorms of ftate, 
Retire, yet ſtill bemoan their country's fate. 
Beware, and when hear the ſurges roar, 
Avoid the rocks on Britain's ſhore. 

They lie, alas! — 29 do hed ; 

For thee alone they lic the iſland round. 


On reading Dr. Younc's fatire called the 
UnrvzrsSar Passion, by which he means 
Px 1DE. 


Written in the year 1726. 


1. there be truth in what you ſing, 

Such god-like virtues in the King ; 

A miniſter 1 fo fill'd with zeal 

And wiſdom for the common- weal : 

It he, || who is the chair preſides, 8 
So ſteadily che ſenate guides: 


10. Fidit ; tu, niff ventis 
Debes ludibrium, cave. 

11. Nuper ſalicitum que mihi tedium, 
Nunc deſider ium, cur ajue nan lewis, 
Irierf. ja nitemes 
Vites æ guora Cycladas. 


+ Sir Robert Walpole. He was prime minifter of fate to King 
George I. and II. tor above twenty years. He was made a Knight 
of the Bath in May 1725, and a Knight of the Garter in 
* was created Earl of Orford in February 1742, and died 
18, 1745 

Sir Spencer Compton, the ſpeaker of the houſe of Commons 

at 
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If others, whom you make your theme, 
Are ſeconds in this glorious ſcheme : 
If ev'ry „ whom you commend, 
To worth and learning be a friend : 
If this be truth, as you atteſt, 


What land was ever half de,, 


longer 
Now on the bench fair Fuſbice ines; 
Her ſcale to neither fide inclines : 
Now Pride and cruelty are flown, 
And Mercy here exalts her throne. 
For ſuch — example's power, 
It does its office ev ty hour, 
Where governors are good and wile ; 
Or elſe * trueſt maxim lies: 
For ſo we find all ancient ſages 
Decree, that, ad exemplum regis, 
Through all the realm his virtues run, 
Rip'ning ana kindling like the fun. 
If this be true, then how much more, 
When you have nam'd at leall a ſcore 
Of courtiers, each in their degree, 


If poſlible, as good as he? 


Or, take it in a diff rent view, 

2 — (if what you ſay be true,) 
affirm the preſent 

— your — keeneft rage ; 
If that ſame univerſal paſſion 
With ev*ry vice hath 2100 the nation; 
If Virtue dares not venture down 
A fingle ſtep beneath the crown; 
It clergymen, to ſhew their wit, 
Praite claſſics more than holy writ ; 


* 


EM 


15 


20 


25 


35 


40 
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at that time. He was created Baron of Wilmington of Suffer, 
January 12, 2727, and Earl of Wilning en, May 14, 17 0. He 


died Firſt Commiſſioner of the Trea ury, July 2, 1743. 
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If bankrupts, when they are undone, 

Into the ſenate-houſe can run, 

And fell their votes at ſuch a rate 

As will retrieve a loſt eftate ; 

If law be ſuch a partial whore 45 
To the rich and plague the 

i erimes A 

What land was ever halt fo curs'd ? 


The Doc ard Tur. 


Written in the year 1726. 


Uoth the thief to the dog, Let me into your door, 
And I l give you theſe delicate bits. 
Quoth the dog — 2 ance: 
Dean wits. 


Your delicate bits will not ſerve me a meal, 5 
But my malter each day gives me bread : 

You'll fly, when you get what you came here to ſteal, 
And | ſtead. 


The ſtockjobber thus „ 
And tips you, the freeman, a wink ; 


Let me have but your vote to ſerve for the town, 
And here is a guinea to drink. 


Said the freeman, your guinea to night would be ſpent : 
Your offers of bribery ceaſe ; 

Fil vote for my landlord to whom I pay rent, 18 

Or elle I may forfeit my leaſe. 


From London they come filly people to chouſe, 
Their lands and their faces unknown: 


Who'd 
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Who's vote a rogue into the parliament-houſe, 
That would turn a man out of his own ? 20 


ADvics to the GrxuBsTREET VIIAS . 


WRITERS, 
Written in the year 1726. 
Bec 
" 
3 
"1 
10 
5 
When Pope has fill'd the margins rourd, 
Ne Cel Ir roms 
to Cu dy * 
And ſwear they are your own. 20 
Or. 


4 A blank cove; | T 
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On ſeeing VaxsESs written upon Windows 
in Inxs. 


Written in the year 1726. 
J. 


HE who ſaid he ſhould be proud 
Fn Aon 

Becauſe he ne er one allow'd 

That might not be d; 
His window ſcrawPd by ev'ry rake, 5 

His breaſt again would cover, 
And fairly bid the devil take 

The diamond and the lover. 


II. 
AN OT H EX. 


Y Satan taught, all know 
— Yeh yay my 


And you can do as much: 

In this the devil and you agree ; 

None Cer made verſes worſe than he, 5 
And thine I fivear are ſuch. 


III. 
ANOTHE KR 


T Hat love is the devil, Pll prove when requir'd ; 
j Thoſe rhymers abundantly ſhow it: 
They ſwear that they all by love are inſpir'd, 
And the devil's a damnable poet. 
| | | IV. ANO- 
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A Pas rox AL Dialogue between Ricy- 
MonD-Lobce and MaARELE-HILI. 4 


Written June 1727, juſt after the neus of the late 
—_——— to which time this note mult alſo be 


RicimonD-Lopct is 4 bonſe with a 7 ll aun 
honging ts the crown. It mar uſually granted by the crown 
Sako moe. The Duke of Ormond t was the lift 
who had it. After his exile, it tas given to the Prince of 
Wales by the King. The Prince and Princeſs uſually paſed 
their ſummer there. I is within a mile of Richmond. 


 ManrzBLE-Hili is @ houſe built by Mrs. Howard, then 


of the bed chamber, now Counte/s of Suffolk, and Groom of 


the Stole to the Queen. I is on the Middleſex fide near 
Twicken- 


t This piece contains ſome of the beſt and fineſt portraits of 
Swift, in three or four ditferent attitudes, that ever were drawn. 
it we are alſo in his own ludicrous way, that he generally 


Complaints againſt tbe Reya! butter, Swift, 


+ James Butler, Duke of Ormond, ſuecee ed John Duke of Marl- 
borough as Captain-General in Q Anne's reign. He fled from 


England, ſoon after the Queen's acath in 1714; and retired to 


Avignon in France, where he died without iſſue in 1745. His corpie 
was brought % England, and interred in Weſtminſter-Abby, May 
22, 1748. 


TFN 


In 982 


I 


A ET LS,. Sa 


ZIP 8. 


SET 


A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 3090 


Twickenham, where Mr. Pope lives, and about two miles 
from Richmond Lodge. Mr. Pope was the contriver of the 
. Lord Herbert the architect, and the Dean of St. 
atrics chief butler, and the icehouſe. Upon 
King Georges death, theſe two met, and had the fol- 
ling dialogue. : 


ſpite of Pope, in ſpite of Gay 
And all that he on how can ſay, 
Sing on I muſt, and ſing I will 


Of Richmond-Lodge, and Marble-Hill. 


Laſt Friday night, as neighbours uſe, 5 
This couple met to talk of news : 


For by old proverbs it appears, 
That walls have tongues, and hedges ears. 


Marbl/e-H. Quoth Marble-Hill, Right well I ween, 
Your miltreſs now is grown a queen : 10 
Vou'i find it ſoon by woful proof; 

She'll come no more beneath your roof. 


Richmona-L. The kingly prophet well evinces, 
That we ſhould put no truſt in princes : 
My royal matter promis'd me 15 
To raiſe me to a high degree; 
But now he's grown a king, God wot, 
fear I ſhall be ſoon forgot. 
You fee, when folks have got their ende, 
How quickly they neglect their friends; 20 
Yet I may fay, twixt me and you, 
Pip Gul tay nom: may find as true. 


Marble- H. My houſe was built but for a ſhow ; 
My lady's empty packets know ; And 


< poem was carried to court, and read to the King and 
— | 
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25 


Had 
We not thus have lain forlorn : 
For thoſe, we dext'rous courtiers call, 
Can riſe their maſter's fall. 

Muſt fall, becauſe our maſters ri/e. 


Richmod-L. My maſter ſcarce a fornight fince 
Was 


35 


45 


59 


ith talking ; 
and her Highneſs walking : 60 


_— 
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rares godrg. 
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None loves his king and 
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Marble-H. Some South - ſea broker from the city 
ng yoo wipe boon nn wag 
Lay all my fine plantations waſte 
Chang's for the worls i ev'y 

in 
Is Gitier Pope with towk bbs dee. 


Richmand-L. In own Thames I be drownded, 
If Cer] —— 


crown d head : 
her Majeſty prevails 
To me with the Prince of Wales; 
then I ſhall be free from fears, 


For hell be Prince theſe fifty years. 


I then will turn a courtier too, 
And ſerve the times, as others do. 
Plain loyalty, not built on hope, 
I leave to your contriver, Pope: 
better, 


— 
Yet none was ever leſs their debtor. 


Marble-H. Then let him come and take a nap 
In ſummer on my verdant lap : 
Prefer our villas, where the Thames is, 
To Kenſington, or hot St. James's ; 
Nor ſhall L dull in filence fic ; 
For tis to me he owes his wit: 
My groves, my echoes, and my birds, 
Have taught him his poetic words. 
We gardens, and you wilderneſſes, 
Aft all poets in diſtreſſes. 


Charlotte de R , 4 French 1 
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Him twice a- week I here expect, 

To rattle F for neglett; 95 
An idle rogue, who ſpends his quartridge 

In tipling at the dog and partridge ; 

And I can hardly get him down 

Three times a-week to bruſh my gown. 100 


Richmond-L. 1 or Lo Marble-Hill ; 

But hope to ſee you iſh ſtill. 

All happineſs ——and fo adieu. 
Marble-H. Kind Richmond-Lodge, the ſame to you. 


DesiRE and Poss$z5$10N. 
Written in the year 1727. 


7 IS ſtrange, what diff rent thoughts inſpire, 
| In men, poſſeſſion and defire ! 

Think what they with fo great a blefling ; 

So diſappointed when poſlefling ! 


A moraliſt profoundly fage, | 8 


I know not in what book or page, 
Or whether o'er a pot of ale, 
Related thus the following tale. 


Poſſeſſion and defire his brother, 

But ſtill at variance with each other, | 10 
Were ſeen contending in a race; 

And at firſt an equal pace: 

Tis their courſe continu'd long; 

For this was active, that was ftrong : 

Till envy, ſlander, floth, and doubt, 15 
Miſled them many a league about. 

Seduc'd by ſome deceiving light, 

They take the wrong way for the right: The 


The gurdener 


F. 
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Through fli -roads dark and 


, the ſwifter of the two, 
Along the plain like lightning flew : 
Till ent'ring on a broad highway, 
Where power and titles ſcatter d lay, 
He ſtrove to pick up all he found, 
And by excurſions loſt his ground : 
No ſooner got, than with diſdain 
He threw them on the ground again ; 
And haſted forward to purſue 
Freſh objects fairer to his view 
In hope to ſpring ſome nobler game; 
But all he took was juſt the fame : 
Too ſcornful now to ſtop his pace 
He ſpurn'd them in his rival's face. 


Poſeffion kept the beaten road; 
And gather'd all h's brother ftirow'd ; 
But overcharg'd and out of wind, 


Though ftrong in limbs, he lagg d behind. 


Deſire had now the goal in fight : 
It was a tow'r of monſtrous height ; 
Where on the ſummit Fortune ſtands, 
A crown and ſceptre in her hands; 
Beneath a chaſm as deep as hell, 
Where many a bold adventrer fell. 
Defire in rapture gaz'd a while, 
And ſaw the treach'rous goddeſs ſmile; 
But as he climb'd to graip the crown, 
She knock'd him with the ſceptre down. 


He turabled in the gulph profound ; 


There doom'd to whirl an endleſs round. 


P:ſeffion's load was grown fo great, 
He tunk beneath the cumb'rous weight : 
And as he now expiring lay, 

Flocks ev'ry ominous bird of prey ; 


Vor. VI. 
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The raven, vulture, owl, and kite, 55 
At once upon his carcaſe light, 

And ſtrip his hide, and pick his bones, 

Rega:dleſs of his dying groans, | 


On CErSURE. 
Written in the year 1727, 


E wiſe, inftruft me to endure 

An evil which admits no cure ; 

Or how this evil can be borne, 

Which breeds at once both hate and ſcorn 
Bare innocence is no ſupport, 

When you are try'd in Scandal's court. 
Stand high in honour, wealth, or wit; 


19 


15 


4 pens ey place ; 
Nor will you find n 


By what they 1) 


Make you leſs virtuous, — or wiſe. 
2 The 


FSO rsa 


e 
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The moſt effeQtual way to baulk 
Their malice, io let them talk. 30 
The FurxniTuRE of a Woman's Mino. 
Written in the year 1727. 


Set of phraſes learn'd by rote ; 
A 


paſſion for a ſcarlet coat; 

When at a play to laugh, or cry, 

Yet cannot tell the reaſon why ; 

Never to hold her a minute, 5 
While all ſhe prates has nothing in it; 

Whole hours can with a coxcomb fir, 


10 


Improving howly in her ſkill, 25 
To cheat and wrangle at quadrille. 


What linen beſt the filk will ſuit, 


Fs 


P 3 
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And where with art to place a patch 


She gets a as ſure as death, 

And vows ſhe — can fetch her breath; 
Admires h »v n.odeft women can 

Be fo rahbuſtious, like a man. 


In party, furious to her pow'r; 
A bitter Whig, or Tory four ; 
Her arguments directly tend 
Againſt the fide ſhe would defend; 
Will prove herielf a Tory plain, 
From prirciples the Whigs maintain; 
And to defend the Whiggiſh cauſe, 
Her topics from the Tories draws. 


O yes! if any man can find 
More virtues in a weman's mind, 
Let them be ſent to Mrs. Harding; 5 
Shen pay the charges io a turthing : 
Take notice, mne has my commiſſion 
To add them in the next editior; | 
They may outſel a better thing: 

No, bella boys; God ſave the King. 


Clever 


1060; J& « 4 \ ortet. ” at ( bear 27 & Net ay t >< SF 


„ A primer, 


191 


Clever Tum CLinca going to be hanged_ 


Written in the year 1729. 


S clever Tom Clinch, while the rabble was bawling, 
Rode ſtately through Holbourn to die in his calling, 

He itopt at the George for a bottle of ſick, 
And promis'd to pay for it when he came back. 
His wailtcoar, and ſtockings, and breeches were white; 5 
His cap had a new cherry ribband to tyeꝰt. 
The maids to the doors and the balconies ran, 
And ſaid, Lack. a-day ! he's a proper young man. 
But as from the windows the ladies he ſpy d, 
Like a beau in the box, he bow'd low on each fide; 10 
And when his laſt ſpeech the loud hawkers did cry, 
He ſwore from his cart, it was all a damn'd lie. 
The hangman for pardon fell down on his knee; 
Tom gave him a kick in the guts for his fee : 
Then faid, I mutt ſpeak to the people a little, 15 
Bat I'll fee you all damn'd before | will whiitle. 1 
My boneft friend Wild, | may he long hold his place, 
He lengthen'd my life with a whole year of grace. 
Take courage, dear comrades, and be not afraid, 
Nor ſlip this occaſton to follow your trade ; 20 
My conſcience is clear, and my ſpirits are calm, 
And thus | go off without pray'r book or pſalm; 
Thea follow the practice of clever Tom Clinch, 
Waa hung like a hero, and never would flinchs - 


On 


t A cant word for confeſſing at the gallows. 
Jonathan Wild, the noted thief-catcher, under-keeper of New- 
ate, who was hanged for receiving ſtolen goods. 
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On cutting down the old Tnonx 


KET-HILL.* 


Written in the year 1727. 
T Market-hill, as well appears 
By chronicle of antient date, 
There ſtood for many hundred years 
A ſpacious thorn before the gate. 


10 
Would come to liſten with delight, 


For he was fond of rural ftrain. 


(Sir Archibald, whoſe fav'rite name 
Shall ſtand for ages on record, 
By Scottiſh bards of 
Wiſe Hawthornden and Stirling's Lord.) 
But time with iron teeth, I ween, 
Has canker'd all its branches round : 
No fruit or bloſſom to be ſeen, 
Its head reclining tow'rds the ground. 20 
This aged, ſickly, ſapleſs thorn, 
Which muſt, alas! no longer ſtand, 
Be hold the cruel Dean in ſcorn 
Cut down with facrilegious hand. 


Dame 


* A village near the ſeat of Sir Arthur Acheſon, where the Dean 
ſometime: mace a long viſit. 
Sir Archibald Acheſon, ſecretary of State for Scotland. 
Drummond of Hawthornden, and Sir William Alexander, 
Eacl of Stirling, who were both friends to Sir Archibald, and famous 


higheſt fame, 16 
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MARKET-HILL THORN. 


Dame Nature, when ſhe ſaw the blow 
Aftoniſh'd gave a dreadful ſhriek : | 
And mother Tellus trembled fo, 


She ſcarce recover'd in a week. 
The ſylvan pow'rs with fear perplex'd, 
In * ſent 


(For none could tell whoſe turn was next) 


Sad omens of the dire event. 

The magpye, lighting on the ſtock, 
Stood chatt ring with inceſſant din; 

And with her beak gave many a knock, 


To rouſe and warn the nymph within. 


The owl for. ſaw, in penſive mood, 
The ruin of her ancient ſeat ; 

And fled in haſte with all her brood 
To ſeek a more ſecure retreat. 


To eaſe her itch againft the ſtump, . 
And diſmally was heard to whine, 
All as ſhe ſerubb' d her mcazly rump. 


The nymph who dwells in ev'ry tree, 
(If all betrue that poets chant,) 
Condemn'd by fate's ſupreme decree, 
Muſt die with her expiring plant. 
Thus when the gentle Spina found 
The thorn committed to her care, 
Receiv'd its laſt and deadly wound, 
She fled and vaniſh'd into air. 
But from the root a diſmal groan 
Firſt iſſuing ſtruck the murd”rer”; ear: ; 
And in a ſhrill revengeful tone 
This prophecy he trembling hears ; 


* Thou chief contriver of my fall, 
* Relentleſs Dean, to nuſchief born ; 
* My kindred oft thine hide ſhall gall, 
Thy gown and caſſock ct be torn. 
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« And thy conſed' rate dame, who brags 
* That ſhe condemn'd me to the fire, 
« Shall rent her petricoats to rags, 
% And wound her legs with ev'ry bri'r. 


* Nor thou, Lurd Artkur, 1 ſhalt eſcape : 
* To thee I often call'd in vain, 

« Againſt that affaſſin in crape ; 
« Yet thou couldſt tamely fee me lain. 


% Nor when I felt the dreadful blow, 


Or chid the Dean, or pinch'd thy ſpouſe; 


* Since you could fee me treated fo, 
* (An old retainer to your houſe, 


« May that fell Dean, by whoſe command, 
„% Was form'd this Mach? vellian plot, 

% Not leave a thiſtle on thy land ; 
Then who will own thee for a Scot ? 


« Pigs and fanatics, cows and teagues, 
«« 'Fhrough all thy empire I foreſee, 

* To tear thy hedges ; join in leagues ; 
« Sworn to revenge my thorn and me. 


And thou the wretch ordain'd by fate 
Neal Gahagan, Hibernian clown, 

* With hatchet blunter than thy pate 
To hack my hatlow'd timber down, 


« When thov, ſuſpended high in air, 
* Dy'ft on a more ignot 1: tree, 

« (For thou ſhalt ſteal thy landlord's mare), 
Ihen, bloody caitif, think on me. 


+ Sir Arthur Acheſon. 
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On the five Lavits at Sor's-Hors, 4 with 


the Doc ror + at their head. 
N. B. The Ladies treated the Doctor. 
Sent as from an officer of the army. 


Written in the year 1728. 


Air ladies, number five, 
Who in your merry freaks 


With little Tom contrive 


To feaſt on ale and ſteaks. 


While he fits by a grinning, 

To ſee you fafe in Sot's-hole, 
Set up with greaſy linen, 

And neither mugs nor pots whole. 


Alas ! I never thought 

A prieſt would pleaſe your palate ;. 
Befides, Fil hold a groat, 

He'll put you in a ballad : 


Where I ſhall ſee vour faces 
On paper daub'd fo foul, 
They'll be no more like Graces, 
Than Venus like an owl ; 


And we ſhall take you rather 
To be a midnight-pack 

Ot witches met together, 
With Belzebub in black. 


It fils my heart with woe 
To think, ſuch ladies fine 


P5 
alehouſe in Dublin famous for beef · ſtak es. 


- Thomas Sheridan. 


3 


1 , 


422 


Should be reduc'd fo low 
To treat a dull divinc. 


wigs 
bays * rr „ 
Are bubbled thus 
ᷓ r 


Had I a heart to fight, 
Fd knock the Doctor down; 
Or could I read or write, 


Tgad Fd wear a gown. 


Enn. 
And at the Roſe on 

The parſon ſafe at church, 
PI rreat you with 1 


On BurxnincG a dull Por u. 


Written in the year 1729. 
N afs's hoof alone can held 


Methought, when I this read, 
Re end 

Such frigid fuſtian could contain ; 

I mcan the head without the brain. 


He kept a ſchool. 


ON BURNING A DULL POEM. 


That poĩs nous juice which kills by cold. 
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When, who could think ? though cold as ice, 
It burnt to aſhes in a trice. 


How could I more inhance its fame ? 15 
Though born in ſnow, it dy'd in flame. 


A LisEL 01 the Reverend Dr. DzLaxy, 
and his Excellency Joun Lord CarTe- 
RET. 


To Dr. Detany, occaſioned by his epiſtle to hi- 
Excellency Joux Lord CarTerET. | 


Written in the year 1729. 


Eluded mortak, whom the great 
Chuſe for companions tate 4 t#te ; - 
Who, at their dinners ex fumille, 
Get leave to fit whene'er you will;: 
boaſting tell us where you din'd, 1 
i ip was ſo kind; 
many pleafant things he ſpoke, 
how you laugh'd at every joke: 
moſt facetious 


15 


cannot talk of bus'neſs now : 
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Or mention but a vacant 

He'll turn it of with, Name your toaſt. 
Nor could the niceſt artiit paint 

A countenance with more conſtraint. 


For as, — 44 
a pimp to bring a wench ; 
— rer — a kind 
pandars to a vitious mind; 
objects mult provide 
Who prope heir luſt of pride, 
When weary'd with intrigues of ſtate, 
They find an idle hour to prate. 
Then ſhould dare to aſk a place, 
You forfeit 2 at 


And diſappoint the ſole 
For which he fummon'd you to dine. 


Thus Congreve ſpent in writing 85 
And one poor cflice out his Py 
While Montague, * who claim'd a {tation 
To be Mecznas of the 
For poets open table kept, 

But ne er confider'd where they ſlept: 
Himſelf, as rich as fifty Jews, 

Was eaſy, though they If cone ſhoes ; 
And crazy Congreve icarce could ſpare 
A hilling to diſcharge his chair: 

Till prudence tavght him to appeal 
From Pzar's fi- e to pacty-zcal; 

Not owing to his happy vein 

Ihe fortunes of his latter ſcene, 
Took proper principles to thrive; 
And ſo might ev'ry dunce alive. 


Thus Steele, who own'd what others writ, 


And flouriit'd by imputed wit, 


* Farl of Halifax, 
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A LIBEL ON DR. DELANY. 


perils of a hundred jails, 
nies tre, and dic in Wales. 


Thus Gay, the hare * with many friends, 
Twice ſeven long years the court attends : 
Who under tales conveying truth, 
To virtue form'd a princely 8 
Who paid his courtſhip with the croud 
As far as modeſt pride allow'd ; 
Rejects a ſervile aber place, 

And leaves St James's in diſgrace. 

Thus Addiſon, | by lords careſs'd, 
Was left in foreign lands diftreſs'd ; 
Forgot at home, became for hire 
A trav'ling tutor to a '/quire : 

But wiſely left the nie hill, 

To bus neſs ſhap'd the poet's quill, 
Let all his barren laurels fade, 
Took up himſelf the courtier's trade, 
And, grown 4 miniſter of flate, 

Saw poets at his levee wait. 


Hail, happy Pope ! whoſe gen'rous mind 
Deteſting all the ſtateſman kind, 
Contemning courts, at canrts unſeen, 
Refus'd the viſits of a queen. 
A foul with ev'ry virtue fraught, 
By ſages, prieſts, or poets taught; 
Whote filial piety excels 
Whatever Grecian ſtory tells; 
A genius for all ſtations fir, 
Whole meaneſt talent is his wit; 


® See his fables. 
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80 
His 


+ His Royal Highneſs William Duke of Cumberland, ſecond fun 


of K. George II. 


I See a criticiſm on Swiſt's proſe works, prefixed to vol. 2. 


vicerey, Whom you now attend, 
Would, it he durft, be more your friend ; 
Nor will in vun thoſe gi:ts deſpiſe, 

By which hamfelf was taught to riſe: 


105 


115 
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When he has virtue to retire, 

He'll grieve he did not raiſe you higher, 
And place you in a better ſtation, 

Although it might have pleas'd the naticn. 


| This may be true——ſubmitting ſtill 
To Walpole's more than royal will ? 
And what condition can . 
He comes to drain a begg 
He comes to . 


What has he elſe wo beit kis traps, 

Or bring his vermin in, but ſcraps ? 
7 The offals of a church diftreſt ; 

A hungry vicarage at beſt ; 

Or ſome remote inferior poſt, 

Wich forty pounds a - year at moſt. 


But here again you interpole ; 
Your fav'rite Lord is none of thole, 
Who owe their virtues to their ations, 
And characters to dedications : 
For keep him in, or turn him out, 
His learning none will call in doubt; 
lis learning, though a poet faid it 
Before a play, would lofe no credit ; 
Nor Pope would dare deny him wit, 
Although to praiſe it Phillips writ. 
I own he hates an action baſe, 
ö His virtzes battling with his place; 
| Nor wants a nice diſcerning ſpirit 
Betwixt a true and ſpurious merit; 
Can ſometimes drop a vater claim, 
And give up party to his fame. 
I do the molt that friendſhip can ; 
| hate the riceroy, love the man. 
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| But you, who till your fortune's made, 
Muſt be a froce?” ner by your trade, 

Should ſwear he never meant us ill ; 

We ſuffer fore againſt his will; 

That if we but ſee his heart, 

He would have choſe a milder part: 

We rather ſhould lament his caſe, 

Who muſt obey, or loſe his place. 


Since this reflection ſlipt your pen, 
Inſert it when you write again : 
And to illuftrate it, produce 
This &mile for his excuſe. 

* So, to deſtroy a guilty land, 
« An angel * ſent by keavn's command, 
« While he obevs a/mighty will, 
* Perhaps may feel compaſſion ſtill; 
% And wiſh the taſ had been affign'd 
* To /pirits of leſs gentle kind.” 


But I, in politics grown old, 
Whoſe thoughts are of a diff rent mould, 
Who from my foul fincereiy hate 
Both k—— and minfters of fate, 
Who look on courts with ſtricter eyes 
To fee the ſeeds of vice ariſe, 
Can lend you an allufion fitter, 
Though fat ring kneves may call it bitter ; 
Which, if you durſt but give it place, 
Would ſhew you many a fateſmaz's face 
Freſh from the tripod of Apollo 
I had it in the words that follow: 
(Take notice, to avoid offence, 
I] here except his Excellence 


«© So, to effect his monarchs ends, 
* From hell a vicerey devil aſcends : 


® So when an angel by divine command. 
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Addijen's Campaigns 
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| Or had only eyes behind. 


TO JANUS. 329 
« His budget with corruptions cramm'd, 
rr the damm d; 

Which with unſparing hand he ſtrows | 
„Through courts and ſenates as he goes; 190 
« And then at Belzebub's Se hall, 

« Complains his budget was too ſmall. 

Your mile may better ſhine 
In verſe ; but there is truth in mine; 

For no imaginable things 195 
Can ditfer more than gods and k—— : 

And flateſmen by ten thouſand odds 

Aze angels, jult as k are gods.” 


To Jaxvs, on New-YEAR'S-DAY. 


Written in the year 1729. 


of time ! 


I rhyme : 


God of time, if be wiſe, 
Look not with hel 2 5d eyes : 
What imports thy forward fight ? 
Well, if you could loſe it quite. 
Can you take delight in viewing 
This poor iſle's approaching ruin, 
When thy retroſpection vaſt 
Sees the glorious ages paſt? 


Happy nation ! were we blind, 


+ Irelane. 
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THE GRAND QUESTION. 331 


His medals and his prints forgotten, — I 
And all his handkerchiefs are rotten ; + N 
His famous LsTTz xs made waſte paper ; 
This hill may keep the name of DRATIER: 
In ſpite of envy flouriſh till, 

Dazarties's vie with Cooytr's hill. 20 


The Gzxand Qs Trion debated : 


Whether HamiitTos's Bawn 1 ſhould be turned into 
a Baznack ora MaLTHouss ? 


Written in the year 1729. 
The Pair to the Enciizn Eprrion. 


the following is ſaid to be Dr. 
Coho og 3 


can do bim leſs in- 
| nting any of thoſe incorrect anes which ran about 
in manuſcript, and would infallibly be ſoon in the prefs, if not 
thus prevented. FER 


bawn was a place near the 
keep the cattle from being ſtolen in the night. They are 


John Lord Carteret, then Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, after - 
wards Earl of Granville in right of his mother, 


„ _ GRAND QUESTION. 


peculiar to Ireland, I bare prevail. 
3 1 to explain them, and I 


have put the ſeveral explanations in 8 


Hus ſpoke to my Lady the Knight f full of care, 
Let me have your advice in a weighty affair. 
This Hamilton's Bawn, || whiltt it ſticks on my hand, 
J loſe by the houſe what I get by the land; 
But how to diſpoſe of it to the beſt bidder, 5 
For a barrack or malthinſe, we now muit conſider. 


Firſt, let me ſuppoſe I make ic a ma/t 

Here I have computed the profit will fall t 2 

There's nine hundred pounds for labour and grain, 

I increaſe it to twelve, fo three hundred remain; 10 
A handſome addition for wine and good cheer, 

Three diſhes a day, and three hogſheads a-year : 

large veſſe!s my vault ſhall be * 


15 


Y — rloin 
N= _ 


pou agai 
In poundage and drawbacks I loſe 
331 I muſt be content, 


fo roy erg Sante + bean 
rather than that I would loſe my eſtate. 


Thus ended the Knight: thus began his nerd wile ; 
It majt, and it Hall be à barrack, my lite. 


Fm grown a mere mopas ; nv company comes, 
But a rabble of tenants, and ruſty dull rams. 5 


With 


A large old houſe, two miles from Sir Arthur Acheſon's ſeat. 
The army in Ireland is lodged in ſtrong buildings over the whole 
kingdom, called barracks. 
$ A cart word in Ireland for 2 poor country-clergy man. 


i Sir Arthur Acheſon, at whoſe feat it was written. 
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Dr 

Fm all over dawb'd when I fit by the Dean. 30 
But if you will give us a barrach, my dear, 

The ain, Pm fure, will always come here; 

I then thall not value his Deanſhip a firaw, 

For the Captain, I warrant, will keep him in awe ; 
drill waned a 8 pobry 35 
Will tell him chaplains ſhould not be fo pert ; 
That men of his coat ſhould be minding their pray'rs, 
And not among ladies to give themſelves airs. 


Thus argu'd my Lady, but argu'd in vain ; 
The Knight his opinion reſolv'd to maintain. 40 


But Hannah, f who liſten'd to all that was paſt, 
And could not endure fo vulgar a taſte, 
As ſoon as her Ladyſhip calF'd to be dref&d, 
Cry'd, Madam, why ſurely my maſter's poſſeſs'd, 
Sir Arthur the malſter ! how ane it will found ! 45 
Fd rather the Bawn were ſunk under ground. 
But, Madam, I gueſs'd there would never come 
When I ſaw him to often with Darby and Wood, 
And now my dream's out; for I was a-dream'd 


That I faw a huge rat; O dear, how I ſcream'd! 50 


And after, methought, I had loit my new ſhoes ; 
And Molly, ſhe fail, I fhould hear ſome ill news. 


Dear Madam, had you but the ſpirit to teaſe, 
You might have a Garract whenever you pleaſe : 
And, Madam, I always belicv'd you fo ſtout, 55 
That for twenty denials you would not give out. 
If I had a huſband like him, I partef, 
Till he gave me my will, I would give him no reſt ; 
And, rather than come in the ſame pair of ſheets 
With ſuch a croſs man, I would lie in the ftreets: 60 
But, Madam, I beg you contrive and invent, 
And worry him out, till he gives his conſent. * 
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Dear Madam, whene'er of a barrack I think, 
An I were to be hang d I can't fleep a wink: 
ne 
I can't get ĩt out, though Fd never 
I fancy already a barrack contriv'd 
At Hamilton's Bawn, and the troop is arriv'd ; 
Of this to be ſure Sir Arthur has warning, 


And waits on the Captain betimes the next morning. 70 
flat © eng oy = on ogg 


* Go bring me my ſmock, and leave off your prate, 


* Thou haſt certainly gotten a cup in thy pate. 


Pray, Madam, be quiet ; what was it I ſaid ?f— 5; 
You had like to have put it quite out of my head. 


Next to be ſure the Captain will come 
At the of his troop, with 


The man with the kettledrum enters the gate ; 
Dub, dub, adub, dub. The 


and drum : 
Now, Madam, obſerve how he marches in ſtate : 


O law! the ſweet gentleman ! look in his face; 
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And ſee IAA tote? 


up to your 
e — apex 105 
or a Captain of horſe never takes off his hat ; 
Becauſe he has never a hand that is idle ; 


For the right holds the ford, and the left holds the 


z) 
Then flouriſhes thrice his ſword in the air, 
As a compliment due to a lady fo fair; 110 
(How I tremble to think of the blood it hath ſpilt l) 
Then he low'rs - ++ > > can 


Your Lachſbip ſmiles, and thus 
. be pleas d to nd wed ts. 
The Captain ſalutes you with congee profound, 115 


r 9 w the ground. 


Kit, run to your maſter, and bid him come to us ; 
Pn ure he'll be pre 


And, Captain, 


« Hiſt, hufly, I chink I hear ſome body coming— 


No, Madam; tis only Sir Arthur Fi 
0 
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To ſhorten my tale, (for I hate a long ſtory,) 

The Captain at dinner appears in his glory; 130 

The Dean and the Doctor f have humbled their pride, 

Far the Captain's intreated to fit by your fide ; 

And, becauic he's their betters, you carve for him firſt; 

The parſons for envy are ready to burſt: 

The fervan's amaz d are ſcarce ever able 135 

To keep off their eyes, as they wait at the table ; 

And Molly and I have thruft in our noſe 

To at the ain in all his fine cui es 

Dear be he's a fine ſpoken man, 

Do but hear on the clergy how glib bis tongue ran: 140 

* And, Madam, fays he, if ſuch dinners you give, 

% You'll never want parent as long as ycu live; 

« I ncer knew a garſm without a good noſe, 

« But the devil's as welcome where-ever he goes: 

«© G— d— me, they bid us reform and repent, 14; 

« But, z—s, by their looks they never keep lent : 

« Miſter Crate, for all your grave looks I'm afraid 

* You caſt a ſheep's eye on her Ladyſhip's maid ; 

«« I wiſh ſhe would lend you her pretty white hand 

« In mending your caſſock, and ſmoothing your band: 

r ſo ſhabby, and look'd like a 
* ninny, 15¹ 

That the Captain ſuppos d ke was carate to Jenny:) 

Whenever you ſee a caſſock and gown, 

A hundred ro one but it covers aclown ; 

* Obſerve how a parſan comes into a room, 155 

«© G— d— me, he hobbles as bad as my groom ; 

A {cholard, when juſt from his college broke looſe, 

« Can hardly tell how to cry bo to a gooſe ; 

% Your Noveds, and Bluturks, and Omurs, and ſtuff, 

% By G— they don't ſignify this pinch of ſnuff, 8 


+ Suey Hang, — — ö 
4 Ovids, Plutarchs, Homers. See eſſay on modern educatic n, in 
7. P. 199. 


SFF Frey. 


27 


— 


| 3 
« But he maul'd me, I ne'er was ſo maul'd in my life : 


Till ſhe heard the Dean call, Will your Ladyſhip walk ? 
Her Ladyſhip anſwers, I'm juſt coming down: 181 
Then turning to Hannah, and forcing a frown, 

it was plain in hcr heart ſhe was glad, 

Cry'd, Huſſy, why ſure the wench is gone mad: 

How could chimera's get into your brains ?— 185 
Come hither, and take this old gown for your pains. 

But the Dean, if this ſecret ould come to his ears, 
Will never have done with his gibes and has jeers : 


For your life, not a word of the matter, I ye: 
Give me but a barrack, a fig for the clergy. 190 
Vor. VE. Q An 


+ Nickenames for my Lady. 
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An excellent new Battav : or, The true Excrtsz 
Dax f to be hanged for a Raye. 


Written in the year 1730. 


I. : 
UR brethren of England, who love us fo dear, 
And in all they do for us fo kindly do mean, 
A bleſſing upon them! have ſent us this year, 
For the good of our church, a true Engliſh Dean. 


A holier prieſt ner was wrapt up in crape ; 5 
The worlt you can ſay, he committed a rape. T1 
II. 
In his j to Dublin, he lighted at Cheſter, | 
there he grew tond of another man's wite ; Sh 
Burſt into her chamber, and would have careſs her; Fo 


But ſhe valu'd her honour much more than ker life. 10 
She buſtled, and ſtruggled, and made her eſcape 
To a room full of gueſts, for fear of a rape. 


III. 


The Dean he purſu'd to recover his game; 
And now to attack her again he prepares; 

But the company ſtood in defence of the dame; 1; 
They _— and cuff d him, and kick'd him down 


His Dearſhip was now in a damnable ſcrape, 
And this was no time for committing a rape. 


IV. 
To Dublin he comes, to the bagnio he goes, 
And orders the landlord to bring him a whore; 20 
No fcruple came on him his gown to expoſe, 


Twas what all his life he had practis'd before. 


He n 


+ Sawbridge Dean of Ferne, 
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He had made himſelf drunk with the juice of the grape, 
And got a good clap, but committed no rape. 


V. 
The Dean and his landlord, a jolly comrade, 25 
Reſolv'd for a fortnight to ſwim in delight; | 
For, why, they had both been brought upto the trade 
Of drinking all day, and of whoring all night. 
His landlord was ready his Deanſhip to ape 
In ev'ry debauch, but committing a rape. 30 


VI. 
In church and in ſtate was of principles ſound ; 
Was truer than Steele to the Hanover line, 
And griev'd that a Tory ſhould live above ground. 
Shall a ſubject ſo loyal be hang'd by the nape, 35 
For no other crime, but committing a rape ? 


VII. 
By old Popiſh canons, as wiſe men have penn'd em, 
Each prieſt had a concubine, jure ecclefie ; 
Who'd be Dean of Fernes without a commendam ? 
And precedents we can produce, if it pleaſe ye: 
Then why ſhould the Dean, when whores are fo * 
Be put to the peril and toil of a rape ? 


VIII. 

Fortune ſhould pleaſe but to take ſuch a crotchet, 

(To thee apply, great Smedley's ſucceſſor), 
To give thee lawn fleeves, a mitre and rotchet, 45 

Whom would thou reſemble ? I leave thee a gueſier: 
But I only behold thee in Atherton's || ſhape, 
For ſodomy hang'd, as thou for a rape. 

Q 2 Ah! 


| A biſhop of Waterford, ent from England a Eugtred vears 
apo, 
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IX. 
Ah ! doſt thou not envy the brave CoPnel Chartres, q 
Condemn'd for thy crime at three ſcore and ten? 50 
To hang him all England would lend him their garters; 
Yet he lives, and is ready to raviſh again. 
Then throttle thyſelf with an ell of ſtrong tape, 
For thou haſt not a groat to atone for a rape. 


X. 
The Dean he was vex'd, that his whores were fo will. 


mg : 55 
He long'd for a girl that would ſtruggle and ſquall; 
He raviſh'd her fairly, and fav'd a ſhilling 
Fat here was to pay the dey”) all. 
His trouble and ſorrows now come in a heap, 


And hang'd he muſt be tor committing a rape. bo 


| XI. 
Tf maidens are raviſh'd, it is their own choice; 
Why are they fo wilful to ſtruggle with men; 
If they would but lie quiet, and ſtifle their voice, 
r raviſh em then ; $ 
Nor there be need of a ſtrong hempen cape 6; 
Ty d round the Dean's neck for committing a rape. 


XII. 
Our church and our ftate dear England maintains, 
For which all true Proteſtant hearts ſhould be glad; 
She ſends us our biſhops, and judges, and deans ; 
And better would give us, it better ſhe had. 7⁰ 
But, Lord, how the rabble will ſtare and will gave, 


When the good Engliſh Dean is hang'd up for amp” 
& See p. 2C2, , 
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Written in the year 1730. 
hours (and who can do it leſs in 7) 


5 
10 

Strephon, the rogue, diſplay d it id 
And turn'd it round on ev'ry ſide: 
In ſuch 1 is 
And Strephon bids us gueſs the reſt; 
But ſwears how damnably the men lic 
In calling Czlia ſweet and cleanly. 

Now liſten, while he next produees 
The various combs for various uſes ; 20 
Fill'd up with dirt ſo cloſely fixt, 
No bruch could force a way detwixt; ;. 

A paſte 


+ No charge has been more frequently brought againſt the Dean, 
or indeed more generally admitted, than that of coarſe i 


of which this poem is always produced as an inſtance. Here then 


it is but juſtice to remark, that whenever he offends againſt delicacy, 
he teaches it; 1 to correct the 
faulrs of habitual negligence; as phyficians, to cure a lethargy, 


have recourſe to a blifter. And though it may reaſonably be — 


poſed, that few Engliſh ladies leave ſuch a dreſſing- room as Czlia's, 
yet many may have given ſufficient cauſe for reminding them, 
very ſoon after defire has been gratified, the utmoſt delicacy 
comes neceſſary to prevent diſguſt, Harvkeſ. 
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A forchead-cloth, with oil upon't, 

To ſmooth the wrinkles on her front : 


Here alum-flower to ſtop the ſteams 
Exhald from four unſav'ry ſtreams ; 


There night-gloves made of Tripſey's hide, 


Bequeath'd by Tripſey when ſhe dy'd ; 
With puppy-water, beauty's help, 
Diftil'a from Tripſey's darling whelp. 
Here galley-pots and vials plac'd, 

Some filPd with waſhes, ſome with paſte ; 
Some with pomatums, paints, and flops, 
And ointments good for ſcabby che ps. 
Hard by a filthy baſon ſtands, 

Foul'd with the ſcouring of her hands; 
The baſon takes whatever comes, 

The ſcrapings from her teeth and gums, 
A naſty compound of all hues, 

For here ſhe ſpits and here ſhe ſpues. 


But oh ! it turn'd pcor Strephon's bowels, 
When he bekeld and ſmelt the towels, 
Begumm'd, bematter'd, and beſlim'd 
With dirt, and ſweat, and ear-wax grim'd. 
No object Strephon's eyes eſcapes ; 

Here petticoats in frowzy kcaps ; 
Nor be the handkerchiefs forgot, 

All varniſh'd o'er with ſnuff and ſnot. 
The ſtockings why ſhould I expoſe, 
Stain'd with the moiſture of her toes ; 
Or greaſy coiſs, or pinners recking, 
Which Cælia flept at leaſt a week in? 
A pair of tweezers next he found, 
To pluck her brows in arches round ; 
Or hairs that fink the forchead low; 
Or on her chin like briſtles grow. 
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The virtues we muſt not let paſs 
Of Czlia's magnifying glaſs ; 
When frighted Strephon caſt his eye on't, 
It ſhew'd the viſage of a giant: 
A glaſs that can to fight diſcloſe 
The ſmalleſt worm in Czlia's noſe, 
And faitntully direct her nail 
To ſqueeze it out from head to tail ; 
For catch it nicely by the head, 
It muſt come out, alive or dead. 


Why, Strephon, will ycu tell tue reft ; 
And muit you needs deſcribe the cheſt ? 
That careleſs wench! no creature warn her 
To move it out from yonder corner; 

But leave it ſtanding full in fight, 

For you to exerciſe your ſpite ? 

In vain the workman ſhew'd his wit, 
With rings and hinges counterfeit, 

To make it ſeem in this diſguiſe 

A cabinet to vulgar eyes, 

Which Strephon ventur'd to look in, 
Refolv'd to go through thick and thin. 
He lifts the lid: there needs no more, 
He ſmelt it all the time before. 


As, from within Pandcre's box, 
When Epimetheus op'd the locks, 

A ſudCen univerial crew 

Of human evils upward flzw ; 

He ſtill was comforted to find 

That hope at laſt remain'd behind: 
So Strephon lifting up the lid, 

To view what in the cheſt was hid, 
The vapours flew from out the vent; 
But Strephon, cautious, never meant 
The bottom of the pan to grope, 
Ard foul his hands in ſearch of hope. 
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Oh l ne'er may ſuch a vile machine 
Be once in Czlia's chamber ſeen ! 


Thus finiſhing ns vey. 
The ſwain diſguſted flunk away; 
ing in his am'rous fits, 
* Oh! Czlia, Cælia, Czlia ſh —.” 


—— 
iſh'd Stre 1 ing : 
His foul imagination — — 


And both ideas jump like wits ; 
By vitious fancy coupled faſt, 
And ſtill appearing in contraſt. 
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REVOLUTION AT MAREKET-HILL, 34; 
130 
133 
Who now fo im 
Her ointments, 
Her waſhes 
With which x +7 
He ſoon will 
And bleſs his ravi 
Such order from confuſion | 
Such gaudy tulips rais'd from dung. 
The PowER of Time. 
Written in the year 1730. 
F neither braſs nor marble can withſtand 
When my old caſfock (ſaid a Welſh divine) 5 


ls out at elbows, why ſhould I repine? 
The Rx volu riot at MaRKET-HILL. 
Written in the year 1730. 


ROM diſtant regions Fortune ſends 
An odd triumvirate of friends; 


Qs Where 


| Sraen deck wilites a lager prom en the fume febjeld. 
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Where Phcebus pays a ſcanty ſtipend, 
Where never yet a codling ripen'd : 


Hither the frantic goddeſs draws 5 


Three ſuffrers in a ruin d cauſe : 
f — r unite, 
A 20 tard, f and a Knight; + 
Unite, but 4 0.4 cruel , 
The Dean and Spaniard find it too well : 10 
Condemn'sd to live in ſervice hard; 
On either fide his Honour's guard, 
The Dean to guard his Honours back, 
Muſt build a caſtle at Drumblack ; q | 
The Spaniard, fore againſt his will, ; 
Muſt raiſe a fort at Market-hill, 
And thus the pair of humble gentry 
At north and — are poſted centry ; 
While in his lordly caſtle fixt 
The Knight triumphant reigns betwixt : 20 
And what the wretches molt reſent, 
To be his flaves muſt pay him rent; 
Attend him daily as their chief, 
Decant his wine, and carve his beef. 
Oh, fortune ! tis a ſcandal for thee 25 
To ſmile on thoſe who are leaſt worthy : 
Weigh bur the merits of the three, 
His flaves have ten times more than he. 
Proud Baronet of Nova Scotia! 
The Dean and Spaniard muſt reproach ve : 30 
Of their two tames the world enough rings; 
Where are thy ſervices and ſuff rings? 
What if for nothing once you kiſt, 
Againſt the grain, a monarch's fiſt ? 


What 


® The author. 

3 Col. Harry Leſlie, who ſerved and lived long in Spain. 

T Sir Arthur Acheſon. 

QA The Ir:h name of a farm the Dean took, and was to build on, 
but changed his mind. Be called it Drapier's hill, Videthe poem 
1% called, p. 330. 
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What if among the courtly tribe 35 
You loſt a place, and fav'd a bribe ? 
5 And then in ſurly mood came here 
To fifteen hundred a year, 
And fierce againſt the Whigs harangu' d? 
You never ventur'd to be hang'd. 40 
How dare you treat your betters thus ? 
to Are you to be compar d with us ? 


Come, Spaniard, let us from our farms 
Call forth our cottagers to arms ; 
Our forces let us both unite, | 45 
5 Attack the foe at left and right. 
From Market-hill's exalted head, 
Full northward let your troops be led ; 
While I from Drapier's mount deſcend, 
And to the ſouth my ſquadrons bend. 50 
© New-river-walk with triendly ſhade 
Shall keep my hoſt in ambuſcade ; 
While you, from where the baſon ſtands, 
Shall ſcale the rampart with your bands. 
Nor need we doubt the fort to win; 55 
I hold intelligence within. 
True Lady Anne no danger fears, 
Brave as the Upton fan ſhe wears ; 
Then, leſt upon our firſt attack 
Her valiant arm ſhould force us back, Co 
ö And we of all our hopes depriv'd ; 
I have a ftratagem contriv'd. 
By tueſe embroider'd high-heePd ſhoes 
She ſhall be caught, as in a nooſe ; 
So well contriv'd her toes to pinch, 82 
\_She'l1 not have pow'r to ſtir an inch: : 
Theſe gaudy ſhoes mult Hannah $ place 
Direct before her lady's face; 
The ſhoes put on our faithful portreſs, 
Admits us in to ſtorm the fortreſs ; 


* 


$ My Lady's waiting - maid. 


s * 
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While tortur'd Madam bound remains, 
Like Montezume in golden chains; 
Stumbling at ev” ſhe trod. 
Sly hunters A Bonn iſle, 75 
To catch a by a wile 
'The mimic animal amuſe ; 
"They place before him gloves and ſhoes ; 
Which when the brute puts awkward on, 
All his agility is gone : 80 
In vain to friſ or climb he tries ; 
But let us on our firſt aſſault 
Secure the larder and the vault ; 


And ſoon as we have gain'd poſſeſſion, 90 
We'll act as other conq rors do, 

Divide the realm between us two : 

"Then (let me fee) we'll make the Knight 

Our clerk, for he can read and write ; 

Bur muit not think, I tell him that, 93 
Like Lorimer || to wear his hat; 

Vet, when we dine without a jriend, 

We'll place him at the lower end. 

Madam, whoſe {ill does all in dreſs lie, 

May ſerve to wait on Mrs. Leſlie ; 100 
But, i-& it might not be fo proper, 

That her own maid ſhould overtop her; 

To mortify the creature more, 

We'll take her heels five inches low'r. 


For Hannah, when we have no need of her, 105 
Tull be our int'reit to get rid of her: 
And 


® The butler. 9 The houſcleever, | The agent, 
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And when we execute our 
Tis beſt to hang her on the ſpor ; 
As all your Politicians wiſe 
Diſpatch the rogues by whom they riſe. 110 


TRAULVUSs 


A dialogue between Tom and Ronin. 


The firſt part. 
Written in the year 173c. 
Tim. CY AY, Robin, what can Traulus mean 


By bell'wing thus againſt the Dean? 
im paltry /cribbler, 


Robin. Forgive him, Tom, his head is crackt. 

Tom. What miſchief can the Dean have done him, 
That Traulus calls for vengeance on him ? 
Why muſt he ſputter, ſpawl, and flaver it 
la vain, againſt the people's fav'rite ? 10 
Revile that nation ſaving paper, 
Which gave the Dean the name of Drapier ? 


Robin. Why, Tom, I think the caſe is plain, 
Party and ſpleen have turn'd his brain. 

Tom. Such friendſhip never man profeſs'd, I 
The Dean was never fo careſs' d; 3 
For Traulus long his rancour nurſt, 

"Till, God knows why, at laſt it burſt. 
That clumſy outſide of a porter, 
How could it thus conceal a courtier ? 20 


Rabin. 1 own, appearances are bad; 
Yet ſtill inſiſt the man is mad. 


Tem. 
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Tom. Yet many a wretch in Bedlam knows 
How to diſtinguiſh friends from foes ; 
And though ps among the rout, 
He wildly flings his filth about ; 
Ts ſpare . 
41 — ger 
114 1 


While Traulus all his ordure ſcatters, 
To foul the man he chi flatters. 
Whence come theſe i fits ? 


Robin. Why, Tom, the man has loſt his wits, 


Tom. Agreed : +> or Logans {naps 
At s heels with 
Hangs = > de. wn his tai, 
To fa he's mad, will not avail : 
Berg, doen, inch Shoot him dead, 
„ drown, or knock him on the head. 
raulus when he firſt harangu 'd, 
N 4 
For of the two, without diſpute, 
Towzer's the leſs offenſive brute. 


Robin. Tom, you miſtake the matter quite; 
Your barking curs will ſeldom bite; 
And though you hear him ſtut · tut · tut - ter, 
He barks as faſt as he can utter. 
He prates in ſpite of all im 
While none believes, that what he faid he meant ; 
Puts in his finger and his thumb 
To grope for words, and out they come. 
He calls you rogue ; there's nothing in it, 
He laws uron you in a minute: 
Begs have ta rail but . his blood, 
He only meant it fer your good : 
Fs friendfkip tes exatity tim'd, 
He jhot befare your foes were prim'd, 
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this contrivance, Mr. Dean, 
G—— F{! bring you off as Clean——— 60 
hen let him uſe you Cer — 
"Twas all . 
But thoug eee 
It never makes — = 
Whate' er he ſpeaks 
op + nog od gong ona 


Tom. The ſcrubbieſt cur in all the pack 
Can ſet the maſtiff on your back. 
I own, his madneſs is a 
If that were all. But he's poſſeſt, 
Incarnate with a thouland imps, 
To work whoſe ends his madneſs pimps : 
Who o'er each ſtring and wire preſide, 
Fill ev'ry pipe, each motion guide ; 
Directing ev'ry vice we find q 
— Bo to the devil aflign'd ; | | 
Sent from the dark infernal region, 
In him they lodge, and make him /eg7-7. 
Of brethren he's a falſe accuſer ; 
A fland' rer, traitor, and feducer ; 80 
A fawning, baſe, trepanning liar ; 
The marks peculiar of his fire. 
Or grant bim but a drone at beſt, 
A drone can raiſe a horner's neſt. 
The Dean hath felt their ſtings before; 85 
And muſt their malice ne er give oer ? 
Still warm and buzz about his noſe? 
But Ireland's friends ne er wanted tues. 
A patriot is a dang'rous poſt, 
When wanted by his country moſt ; 
Perverſely comes in evil timcs, 90 
Where virtues are imꝑuted crimes. 
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1 This is the uſual excuſe of Travlus, when he abuſes you to 
others without provocation. 
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His guilt is clear, the proofs are pregnant; 
A traitor to the vices regnant. 

What ſpirit, fince the world began, 
Could bear to ffrive with man? 
Which pronounc'd, he never would, 
And ſoon convinc'd them by a flood. 

Vet ftill the Dean on freedom raves ; 
writ al s ſtrives with ſlaves, 


i he is hard on, 
Cringing comes to beg their pardon ; 
Reputation ever tearing, 


Where he loves, or where he hates; 
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Hence that wild ſuſpicious peep, 35 
Like a rogue that ſteals a ſheep 

Hence he learn'd the butcher's guile, 

How to cut your throat and ſmile ; 


Hence he draws his daily ood 
From his tenan:s vital blood. 


Laſtly, let his gifts be try'd 
Borrow'd from the maſon's fide : | 
Some perhaps may think him able, 45 
In the ſtate to build a Babel; 
Could we place him in a ſtation, 
To deſtroy the old foundation. 
True indeed, I ſhould be gladder, 
Could he learn to mount 4 ladder. 50 
May he at his latter end 
Mount alive, and dead deſcend ! 

In him tell me which prevail, 
—— of | Apt * 
What uc'd him, can you tell ? 55 
Human race, or imps of hell? * 

0 
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To BErtTyY the GrizETTE. 


Written in the year 1730. 


Ueen of wit and beauty, Betty! 
Q Never may the muſe forget ye: 
How thy face charms ev'ry 
Spotted over like a leopard ; 
And,: thy freckled neck diſplaid, 5 
Envy breeds in ev'ry maid, 
Like a fly-blown cake of tallow, 
Or on parchment ink curn'd yellow, 
Or a tawny ſpeckled pippin 
Shrivel'd with a winter's keeping. 19 


And, thy beauty thus diſpatch'd, 
Let me praiſe thy wit unmatch'd. 
A Sets of — cut and dry, 

vermore thy tongue ſupply ; 
And thy memory 1s loaded, 17 
With old ſcraps from plays exploded : 
Stock'd with repartees and j 
Suited to all Chriſtian folks ; 
Shreds of wit, and ſenſeleſs rhymes, 
— out a 5 times. 20 
or wilt thou of gifts be ſparing, 
Which can ne'er be worſe for wearing, 
Picking wit among collegians, 
A. a 
in eighteen- penny gall'ry, 5 
Iriſh nymphs learn Iriſh ralPry : 
But thy merit is thy failing, 
And thy raillery is railing. 

Thus with talents well endu'd 

To be ſcurrilous and rude ; 
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When you pertly raiſe your ſnout, 

Fleer, and gibe, and laugh, and flout : 

This among Hibernian aſſes 

For ſheer wit and humour paſſes. 

Thus indulgent Chloe bit, 35 
Swears you have a world of wit. 


Darn and Dar RN. 
To an agreeable young Lady, but extremely lean. | 
Written in the year 1730. 


Eath went upon a ſolemn day 
- Ar Plato's hall his court to pay: 
The phantom, having humbly kiſt 
His griſly monarch's ſooty filt, 
Preſented him the weekly bills 8 
Of doctors, fevers, plagues, and pills. 
Pluto obſerving ſince the peace, 
- The burial-article decreale : 
And vex'd to ſee affairs miſcarry, 
Declar'd in council, Death muſt marry : 10 
Vow'd he no longer could ſupport 
Old batchelors about his court: 
0 The int'reſt of his realm had need 
That Death ſhould get a num'rous breed; 
Young deathlings, who, by practice made 15 
Profictent in their father's trade, 
With cologies might ſtock around 
8 His large dominions under ground. 
A conſult of below 
Was call'd to rig him out a beau : 20 
From her own head Megara takes 
A periwig of twiſted ſnakes ; 


39 
cn 


See an anecdote relating to this lady, page 4. 


DEATH AND DAPHNE. 


Thus furniſh'd out, he ſent his train 
To take a houſe in Warwick lane : 


His M. j terrors came, 
Fine * of the gua 


To viſit where ſhe fat at cards. 


+ The periwigs then in faſhio: were {. called, 


30 


50 


55 


She, 


357 


DEATH AND DAPHNE. 


For 


W 2 t< 8 by 8 
I 'T 
if. 1. 4.34 
| 11 112 
32 11185 . o 1110 
11; SHE 24 111 242 
i IHE THE 44114 HERS. 
411111 111 57 = 1 135 
11111415 1231335 43335 S4 


358 A PANEGYRIC:; 


For when by chance, — ah 


On STzpmen Duck, the Trrtsnts, and 


favourite PorT. 
A Qu1BBLixG Epicran. 
Written in the year 1730. 
HE threſher Duck could o'er the Queen 
From 2 _ Wee fe MM 


— 4 ED her Maj 1 0 allows him —— 
tis con that thoſe who ever faw 
His of think them all not worth a from 


Thrice happy Duck, employ'd in threſhing Hubble“ 


Thy toil is leſſen' d and thy proſits double. 


A PanEecyRIC on the Drax, in the perſon 


of a Lavy in the north. * 
Written in the year I7 30. 


Eſolv'd my gratitude to ſhow, 
Thrice Rev'rend Dean, for all I owe, 
Too long I have my thanks delay'd ; 
Your favours left too long unpaid ; 
Nut now in all our ſex's name, 
My artleſs mule ſhall fing your fame, 


Indulgent 


© 'The Lev of Str Arthur Ache co. 
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to female kind, 
= 
Nine more fuch champions as the Dean 
Would ſoon reſtore our ancient reign. 10 
How well to win the ladies hearts, 
You celebrate their wit and parts ! 


How have I felt my ſpirits rais'd, 

By you ſo oft, ſo highly prais'd ! 8 
Transform'd, by your convincing tongue, 15 
To witty, beautiful, and young. 


I hope to quit that awkward ſhame 


Affected by each vulgar dame, 

To modeſty a weak pretence ; 

And ſoon grow pert on men of ſenſe ; 20 
To ſhew my face with ſcornful air, 

Let others match it, if they dare. 


Impatient to be out of debt, 
O, may I never once 
The bard, who humbly deigns to chuſe 
Me for the ſubject of his muſe. 
Behind my back, before my noſe, 
He founds my praiſe in verſe and proſe. 


My heart with emulation burns 
To make you ſuitable returns : 30 
My gratitude the world ſhall know: 
And, ſee, the printer's boy below; 
Ye hawkers all, your voices litt; 
A panegyric on Dean Swilt; 
And then, to mend the matter till, 35 
By Lady Anne of Market- hill. + 


I thus begin : My grateful muſe 
Salutes the Dean in diff*reat views; 
Dean, butler, uſher, jeſter, tutor; 
Robert and Darby's || coadjutor : 40 
Ard 


25 


+ A village near Sir Arthur Acheſon's houſe, where the ar thor 
»117:4 two ſummers. 
Ius names of two overicers, 
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At Beggar's Opera || not fo full pi 
Is ſeen, 2 


To give the leaſt : 
But ftill, whene'er you filence break, 
Watch ev'ry ſyllable you ſpeak : 
Your ſtile ſo clear, and fo conciſe, 
We never aſk to hear you twice. 


+ My s footman. 
The au 


" A play written by Mr, Gay, 


preached but once while ke was there, 
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Such reverentiai awe expreſs, 

That cow-boys know you by your dreſs ! 
Then if our neighb' ring friends come here, 
How are we when you appear, 

With ſuch addreſs, and graceful port, 

As clearly ſhews you bred at court 


Now raiſe your ſpirits, Mr. Dean, 

J lead you to a nobler ſcene; 

When to the vault you walk in fate, 
In quality of butler's * mate: 

Yau next to Dennis I bear the ſway :; 
To you we often truſt the key : 

Nor can he judge with all his art 

So well, what bottle holds a quart : 
What pints may beſt for bottles 

Juſt to give ev'ry man his glaſs: 

When proper to produce the beſt ; 
And what may ſerve a common gueſt. 
With Dennis you did ne'er combine, 
Nat you, to ſteal your maſter's wine; 
Except a bottle now and then, 

To welcome brother ſerving men; 
But that is with a good defign, 

To drink Sir Arthur's health and mine, 
Your maſter's honour to maintain, 
And get the like returns again, 


Your uſher's g poſt muſt next be handled : 


How ble{'d am I by ſuch a man led! 

Under whole wile and careful guardſhip 

I now deſpiſe fatigue and hardſhip : 
Vor. VI. R 


He ſometimes uſed to direct the butler. 
t The butler. * 


7 He ſometimes uſed to walk with the Lady. 
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Familiar grown to dirt and wet, Ge 
Though draggled round, I ſcorn to fret: mo 0 
From you my chamber - damſels learn Sh 
My broken hoſe to patch and darn. 


Now as a jeſter I accoſt rou ; 
Which never yet one friend has loſt you ; 
You judge fo nicely to a hair, 1173 
How far to go, and when to ſpare: 
By long experience grown ſo wite, 
Of ev':y taſte to know the fize, 
There's none ſo ignorant or weak 
To take offence at what you lp. ak. || 120 
Whene'er you joke, tis all a caſe 
Whether with Dermot, or his Grace ; 
With Teague o' Murphy, or an Earl, 
A Ducheſs or a kitchen-- girl. 
With tuch dexterity you fit 1 
Their fev*ral talents with your wit, 
That Moll the chambermaid can ſmoke, 
And Gahagan f take ev'ry joke. 


Ln 


I now become your humble ſuitor 
To let me praiſe vou as my tutor. 8 130 
Poor I, a tavage bred and borr, 
By you inſtructed ev'ry morn, 
Already have improv'd fo well, 
That I have almoit learn'd to fp-!l : 
The ncighbours, who come here to dine, 133 
Admire to hear me ſpeak fo fine. 


How enviovfly the ladies look, Sy 
When they turprite me at my book! L. 
And, ſure as they're alive, at night, FT; 
As foon as gone, will ſhow their ſpire : 149 F. 

Gocd T 


| The ncishbouring ladies were no great underſſenders of railler- 

t The cloun th-t cut down the old thorn at Market-hill. Sec 
the poem, p. 318. = 

5 lu bad u cather the author uſed to dircA my lady in her rex(ing. 
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Good Lord ! what can my Lady mean, 

to  Converling with that ruſty Dean 

She's grown ſo nice, and io perurious, ® 

With Socrates and Epicurious. 

How could ſhe fit the live-long day, 145 
Yet never aſk us once io play * 


j But I admire your patience moſt, 
That when Pm duller than a peſt, 
Nor can the plaineſt word pronounce, 
You neither tame, nor fret, nor flounce ; 150 
Are ſo indulgent, and fo mild, 
20 As if I were a darling child. 
$9 gentle is your whole proceeding, 
That I could ſpend my lite in reading. 


You merit new employments daily 155 
Our thatcher, ditcher, gard' ner, baily. 
And to a genius fo extenſive, 
No work is grievous or offenſive; 
Whether your fruitful fancy les 
To make for pigs convenient ſtyes ; 160 
Or ponder long, with anxious thought, 
30 To baniſh rats that haunt our vault: 
Nor have you grumbled, Rev'rend Dean, 
To keep our poultry ſweet and cican ; 
To ſweep the manſion-houſe they dwell in, 165 
And cure the rank unfav'ry ſmelling. 


— 


Naw enter as the daĩry hand maid: 
Such charming butter t never man made, 
Let others, with fanatic face, 
Talk of their milk for babes of grace ; 170 
10 From tubs their ſnuffling non ſenſe utter: 
d Thy ili ſhall make us tts of butter. 
R 2 The 


ec 2 Ignorant ladies often miſtake the wore penurious fur nice and 
aty. 
{4 t A way of making butter for breakfaft, by filliag a bottle with 
ercam, and ſhaking it till the tutter comes. 
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The Biſhop with his foot may burn it, 

But with Noe 

How are the ſervants overjoy d 17 
To fe. thy Deanſhip thus employ d! | 
laſtead of poring on a bock, 

Provicing butter for the cook ! 

Three morning-hours you toſs and ſhake 

The bottle till your fingers ake : 180 
Hard is the toil, nor ſmall the art, 

The butter from the whey to part; 

Behold a frothy ſubſtance riſe; 

Be cautious, or ycur bottle flies. 

The butter comes, our fears are ceis'd; 19; 
And out you ſqueeze an ounce at leaſt. 


wi 


Your Rev'rence thus, with like ſucec ſo, 
{Nor is your {kill or labour lefs,) 
When bent upon lome ſmart lampoon, 
Will ruſs and turn your brain till noon; 199 
Which in its jumbiiogs round the icull_ 
Dilates, and makes the veflc] full: 
While nothing comes but froth at firſt, 
You think your giddy bead will burt : 
But ſqueezing out four lines in rkyme, 195 
Are largely puid tor all your time. 


wy '- O © wr 


| 
1 
A 


But, you have raid your gen'rous mind 
To works of more cxalted kind. 
Pailadio was not half fo fkilPd in 
i ze grandeur or the art of building. zco 
Two tempics ef magnific ſize 
Attract the curious Uav'ler's eyes, 
That might be envy's by the Greeks, 
Kaigo up by you iu twenty weeks: 


Here 


It ie a common ſaving, when the miik burns, That the devil 
or the biſhop has tet his feet in it, the devil having been called bithop 
&f Lell. Ser a ſatire un the lriſh biſk.-ps, in vo.. , faid to have 
been hakt printed in et journal. Ho tif, 
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In ſep'rate cells the he's and ſhe's 

Here pay y their vows wit h bended knees ; 
For tis prophane when ſexes mingle ; 
And ev'ry 2 4 * muſt enter ſingle, 
And when ſhe feels an inward motion, 
Came fill'd with reverence and devotion. 
The baſhful maid, to hide her bluſh, 
Shall creep no more behind a buſh ; 


Here unoblerv'd ſhe boldly goes, 


As who ſhould lay, to pluck a roc. 


Ye, who frequent this hallow'd ſcene, 
Be not ungratetul to the Dean ; 
But duly, ere you leave your tation, 
Offer to him a pure libation, 
Or of his own, or Smedley's “ lay, 
Or billetdoux, or lock of hay: 
And, O! may all who hither come, 
Return with unpolluted thumb. 


Ye: when vour lofty domes [ praiſe, 
I figh to think of ancient days. 
Permit me then to raiſe my ſtyle, 
And tweetly moralize a while. 


Thee, bounteous goddef> Cloacine, 
To temples why do we conkne ? 
Forbid in open air to breathe, 

Wny are thine altars hx'd bencath ? 


When Saturn rul'd the fkies alone, 


(That galden age to geld unknown), 


This calthly globe, to thee aſſign'd, 
Receiv'd the gifts of all — 

Ten thoutand altars ſmoking round 

Were built to thee, with off rings crown'd, 


o Sec bis character below, p. 369. 
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And here thy daily vot'ries plac'd 
"Their ſacrifice with zeal and haſte : 


The margin of a purling ſtream 
Sent up to thee a grateful fteam : 


ſometimes thou wert pleas'd to wink, 


If Naiad's ſwept them from the brink) : 
Or where appointing lovers rove, 

The ſhelter of a ſhady grove ; 
Or offer'd in ſome flow'ry vale, 
Were wafted by a gentle gale. 
There many a ow abſterſive 
Tiy fav'rite gon rs of yellow hue ! 
The crocus and the daffodil, 

The cowſlip foft, and ſweet jonquil. 


But when at laſt uurping Jove, 
Old Saturn from his empire drove ; 


Then Gluttony with greaſy paws 

Her napkin pinn'd up to her jaws, 
With wat'ry chaps, and wagging chan, 
Bra-z'd like a drum her oily kin; 

Wedg'd in a ſpacious elbow-chair, 
And on her plate a treble ſhare, 

As if ſhe ne'er could have enough, 
Taught harmleſs man to cram and ſtuff. 
She ſent her prieſt in wooden ſhoes 
From haughty Gaul to make ragocs ; 
Inſtead of wholetome bread and checſe, 
To drets their ſoops and fricaſſees; 
And, for our home - bred Britiſh cheer, 
Botargo, catſup, and caveer. 


This bloated harpy, ſprung from hel}, 
Conkh:'d thee, goddeſs, to a cell: 
Sprung from her womb that impious line, 
Con:cmne:s of thy rites divine. 
Firlt lolling Sloth in woollen cap 
Taking her aſter-dinncr nap: 
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bn fog - 
And wheezing Aſtma, loath to ſtir: 
Voluptuous Eaſe, the child of Wealth, 
Infecting thus our hearts by ftealth ; 
None ſeek thee now in open air, 

To thee no verdant altars rear ; 

But in their cells and vaults obſcene 
Preſent a facrifice unclean ; 

From whence unſav'ry va roſe, 
Offenſive to thy nicer 

Ah! who, in our degen rate days, 

As nature prompts, his of ring pays ? 
Here nature never diff rence m 


Between the ſceptre and the ſpade. 


Ye great ones, why will ye diſdain 
To pay your tribute on the plain ? 
Why will you place in lazy pride 
Your altars near your couches fide ? 


When from the homelieſt earthen ware 


Are (ent up off rings more ſincere, 


Than where the haughty Ducheſs locks 
Her filver vale in cedar-box. 


Yet ſome devotion ſtill remains 
Among our ha: mleſs northern ſwains, f 
Whole off” rings plac'd in golden ranks, 
Adorn our cryttal rivers banks; 

Nor ſeldom grace the fow'ry downs, 
Wich ſpiral tops and coy ple-crowns ; 
Or gilcing in a ſunny morn 

Th. humble branches of a thorn, 
So, poets ſing with golden bough 
The 1 hero paid his vow. 4 


+» Vide Virgil and Lucretius. 
+ "The north cf Ireland. 
I Virz. lib, 6. 
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Hither by luckleſs error led, 
The crude conſiſtence oft I tread ; 
Here, when my ſhoes are out of calc, 
Unweeting gild the tarniſh'd lace ; 
Here by the tacred bramble ting'd, 
My petticoat is doubly fring'd. 

Be witneſs for me, nymph divine, 
I never robb'd thee with deſign : 
Nor will the zealous Hannah * pout 
To waſh thy injur'd of rings out. 


But ſtop, ambitious muſe, in time, 
Nor dwell on ſubjects too ſublime. 
In vain on lofty heels I tread, 
Aſpiring to exalt my head; 
With expanded wide and light 
In vain I *tempt too high a flight. 


Me Phoebus f in a midnight dream? 
Accoſting, ſaid, Go Sate cream. 
Be humbly X poſt A 
Sweeten your tea, and watch your toaf, 
Thee belt befits a lowly ſtyle : 
Teach Dennis how to ſtir the gui/: : F 
With Peggy Dixon © thoughttul fir, 
Contriving for the pot and ſpit. 
Take down thy proudly ſwelling fails, 
And rub thy teeth, and thy nails : 
At nicely carving ſhew thy wit; 
But ne'er preſume to eat a bit: 
Turn ev'ry way thy watchful eye ; 
And ev'ry gueſt be ſure to ply : 
Let never at your beard be known 


An empty plate except your own. 


* My Lady's woman. 
1 — aurem well.t. Hor. 


ſerunia vera. Idem. 


E the bottle to make butter. 


Guile, the quantity of ale or beer brewed at one time. 


Mrs. Dizon the houſekeeper, 
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Be theſe thy arts ; * nor higher aim 


Than what beats a rural da e. 
But Cloacina, goddeſs bright, 


Sleek——— :!atms her as his r. ght: 
And Smedley, 1 flaw'r of all div 2, 345 
Shall fing the Dean in Smedley's lines. 


Cassinus and PETER. 


A tragical Euecr, 
Wriiten in the year 1731. 


WO colleze ſophs of Cambridge growth, 
Both ſpecial wits, and lovers buth, 

Conferring as they us'd to meet 
On love, and buetks, in rapture ſwect; 
(Muſe, find me names to fit my metre, 5 
Caſſinus this, and t'other Peter.) 
Friend Peter to Cafinus goes, 
Lo chat a while, and warm his noſe. 
But ſuch a fight was never ſeen, 
The lad lay fvallow'd up in ſpleen. 10 
He (cem'd as jult crept out of bed; 
One greaſy ſtocking round his head, 
The other he ſat down to darn 
With threads of diff*rent-colour'd yarn ; 
His bre2ches torn expoſing wide 15 
A ragged ſhirt and tawny hide. 
Scarch'd were his ſhins, his legs were bare, 
But well embrown'd with dirt and hair. 
A rug was oer his ſhoulders thrown ; 
A rug ; for nightgown he had none. 


20 
His 
* He tibi erunt artet. Virg. g 
t A very ſtupid, iatoleat, factious, deformed, conceited parſon, 
a vile pretender to poetry, preferred by the Duke of Grafton for his 
Wits 
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His jordan ſtood in manner fitting 

Between his legs to ſpue or ſpit in, 

His ancient pipe in fable dy d, 

And half unfmck'd lay by his fide. 


Him thus accoutred Peter found, 
With eyes in ſmoke and weeping drown'ld : 
The leavings of his laſt night's pot 
On embers plac'd to drink it hot. 

Why, Caſſy, thou wilt doze thy pate: 
What makes thee lic abed fo late? 

The finch, the linnet, and the thruſh, 
Their mattins chant in ev'ry buſh : 

And I have heard thee cft falute 
Aurora with thy early flute. 

Heav'n ſend thou halt not got the hyps ! 
How ! not a word come frum thy lips ? 


Then gave him fome familiar chumps ; 
A college-joke to cure the dumps. 
_ The ſwein at laſt, with grief oppreſt, 
Cry'd, * Czlia!” thrice, and ſigh d the reſt. 
Dear Caſſy, though to aſk I dread, 
Yet aſk I muſt. L Czlia dead? 


How happy I, were that the worſt ? 
But I was fated to be curſt. 


Come, tell us, has ſhe plaid the whore ? 
Oh Peter, would it were no more ! 

Why, plague confound her ſandy locks ; 
Say, has the imall or greater pox 


Sunk down her noſe, or ſeam'd her face? 
Be eaſy, tis a common caſe. 


O Peter! beauty's but a varniſh, 
Which time and accidents will tarniſh : 
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But Czlia has contriv'd to blaſt 
Thoſe beauties that might ever laſt. 
Nor can imagination gueſs, 

Nor eloquence divine expreſs, 

How that ungrateful charming maid 
My pureſt pathon has betray'd. 
Conceive the moſt invenom'd dart 
To pierce an injur'd lover's heart. 


Why, hang her; though ſhe ſeem'd fo coy, 
I know ſhe loves the barber's boy. 


Friend Peter, this I could excuſe ; 
For ev'ry nymph has leave to chuſe ; 
Nor have I reaſon to complain, 

She loves a more deſerving ſwain. 
But Oh! how ill haſt thou divin'd 

A crime, that ſhocks all human kind ; 
A deed unknown to female race, 

At which the fun ſhould hide his face; 
Advice in vain you would apply —— 
Then leave me tc deſpair — die. 

Ve kind Arcadians, on my urn 

Theſe elegies and ſonnets burn; 

And on the marble grave theſe rhymes, 
A monument to after times: 

« Here Caſſy lies, by Czlia ſlain, 

« And dying never told his pain.” 


Vain empty world, farewel. But hark, 
The loud Cerberian triple bark. 
And there———dbehold AleQo ſtand, 
A whip of ſcorpions in her kand. 
Lo, Charon from his leaky wherry 
Bec ning to waft me o'er the ferry. 
I come, I come, ——Medula ! fee, 
Her ſerpents hiis direct at me. 
Begone; unhand me, hellifh fry : 
Avaunt *———ze cannot fay tis J. 


Sec Macbeth. 
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Dear Caſſy, thou muſt purge and bleed; 
I fear thou wilt be mac indeed. 


But now, y friendſhip's ſacred laws oh 
I here conjure thee, tell the cauſe; 
And Czlia's horrid tact relate : 
Thy friend would gladly ſhare thy fate. 
To force it out my heart muſt rend : 95 


Yet when conjur d by ſuch a friena 

Think, Peter, how my foul is rackt ! 

Theſe eyes, theſe eyes beheld the fact. 

Now bend thine ear, fince out it muſt; 

But when thou ſeeit me laid in duſt, 100 
The ſecret thou ſhalt ne er impart, 

Not to the n — 2 
1 virgin · ſoul bemoan 

A erime to all her ſex unknown !) 

Nor whiſper to the tattling reeds 105 
The blac keſt of all female deeds ; 

Nor blab it on the lonely rocks, 

Where Echo fits, and liſt' ning mocks ; 

Nor let the zephyrs treach'rous gale 

Through — waft the direful tale; 110 
Nor to the chatt ring feather'd race 

Diſcorer Czlia's foul diſgrace. 

_ if 2 fail, my ſpectre dread 

nightly round your bed: 

And — dare confide in you; 113 
So take my ſecret, and adieu. 


Nor wonder how I loſt my wits : 
Oh! Czlia, Czlia, Czlia fl.—. 1 


The 


1 See the lady's drefling-room, p. 344. v. 118. 
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Allas, the goddeſs chaſte and wiſe, 
Deſcending lately from the ſkies, 
To Neptune went, and begg'd in form, 

He'd give his orders for a ſtorm ; 

A ſtorm, to drown that raſcal 
And ſhe wou'd kindly thank him for't. 

A wretch ! whom E—gl—h rogues to fpite her, 
Had lately honor'd with a m— tre. 


The God, who favor'd her requeſt, 
Aſſur'd her, he wou'd do his bet : 
But Venus had been there before 
Pleaded the bp lov'd a wh—, 
And had enlarg'd her empire wide, 
Nor own'd a deity befide. 
By ſea or land, if Cer you found him, 
Without a miſtreſs, hang or drown him. 
Since B=——t's death the 's bench, 
Till arriv'd ne'er kept a wench ; 
If he mult fink, ſhe grieves to tell it, 
She'll not have left one fingle Prelate: 
For to ſay truth, ſhe did intend him, 
El:& of Cyprus in commendar. 


Then Proteus urg'd the ſame requeſt, 
But half in earn<{l, half in jeſt; 
Said he * gient ſovereign of the main, 
% To:lrovin him all attempts are vain, 


6 den atfume more forms than I, 

* \ rake, a bell, pimp, or ſpy. 

Can crec or run, can fly or ſwim, 

* Al motions ire © keto him: 

Juen him 4ii't, and you ſhall find 

1% He knuws to fail with ev'ry wind; 
Vor. VL S 


The STorM; Miner v a's Petition. 
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* Or throw him overboard, he'll ride 


« As well againft, as with the tide. 

* But Pallas, you've apply d too late, 35 
« For tis decreed by and Fate, | 
* That —4 be deſtroy d, 

* And who but —— can be employ d? 

* You need not then have been ſo pert, 

In ſending B—lt—n to Cl--f—. 40 


I found you did it by your grinning ; 
Four buſineſs is to mind your 

« But how you came to interpoſe, 

In making b——ps, no one knows. 

« And if you muſt have your petition, 45 

* There's B—k—y in the ſame condition; 

* Look, there he ftands, and tis but juſt 

0 If one muſt drown, 3. 


© You ſoon ſhall ſee | 
„ You'll find him — » Arn and damn, 53 
„% And ev'ry moment take a dram, 
« His ghoſtly — 4 with an air 

« Ofr and def} 
* Or elſe ſome hiding ele be ſeeks, 
Fer fear the reſt ſhou'd fay he ſqueaks ; 60 
Or as F- did before, 
* Reſolve to periſh with his wh— ; 
„ Or elſe he raves, and roars, and ſwears, 
And but for ſhame wou'd fay his pray'rs. 
« Or wou' d you ſee his ſpirits fink, 63 
„ Kelazing downwards in a ft——k ? 
„If ſuch a fight as this can pleaſe ye, 
Good Mrs. Pallas, pray be eaſy. << 
« 10 


2} Dr. B—k—y was then full of his project of erecting a college at 
Bermuc 4s. 
Brigadier F————k was drowned coming from England. 
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« To ſpeak, and he'll conſent; 

« But come back the knave he went. 70 
The who conceiv'd an hope, 

That was deſtin'd to a rope. 

Believ'd it beſt to condeſcend - 

To 1 a foe, to ſave a friend. 

But fearing B—k—y might be ſcar'd, 75 


She left him virtue for a guard. 


The End of the Sixrn VoLuns. 


